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THE SEXIEST GIRLS IN THE WORLD... 


DOPE AND FUNKY BLUES « PLUS - BONDAGE 
FANTASY; GIRLS WHO LIKE BOYS WHO LIKE BOYS; 
AND“LE HARD”: NEW X-FILMS FROM FRANCE 
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‘Your menthol 
letting you down? 


Come-up fo the consistently 
smooth taste of extra coolness. 
The taste that only KWL has. 
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| Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined [aa ; 
| That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. ye = 


Kings, 16 mg. "tar, ibled mg, nicotine; Longs, 17 mg. “tar, 1.2 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report Apr. '75 


The Pirelli calendars, the Rolls Royce of female cal- 
endar photography, are gone now. But their ex- 
quisite beauty and sexuality, as evidenced above, 
lives in this lush collection of 132 color pages of 
HEAVENLY BODIES, introduced by David Niven. 
The female form, interpreted by the world’s great- 
est photographers is all here, on paper so fine and in 
colors so rich they are all perfect for matting and 
framing. As well suited to your bedside as your 
coffee table, this rare treasure is for the sophisticat- 
ed lover of the female body and the fine art of pho- 
tography. $9.95. 

SWANK Merchandising Prods., Inc. DEPT. PC-176 
717 Fifth Ave., NY, NY 10022 

Moneyback Guarantee 


Please rush me copies of HEAVENLY 
BODIES. I enclose a check or M.O. for $9.94 each 
plus $1.35 P&H. If dissatisfied I will return for a full 
refund. NoC.O.D., Please. 


Name 


Address 


(Cie, —- -— - sn i, 
Make Ck. to: SWANK Merchandising Prods., Inc. 
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27 EVETTE photography by Zee Gajda 
32 THIS HOT SAUCE SERMONETTE by Seymour Krim 
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Authentic Replicas 
from a Private Collection 


EROTIC 
ROMAN 
EDALLIONS 


et 


Il.*Roman Festival” (silvertone) 


Forged from solid antique copper and burnished 
silvertone metal, these Erotic Roman Medallions will add 
the treasure of history to your jewelry collection. Each 
medallion comes complete with its own 26-inch chain 
and clasp. . .ready to wear. They are equally beautiful on 
men and women, each bringing a strong masculine look 
or a provocative feminine look to anyone who wears it. 
These amazing artifacts have stories behind them. . .each 
involving a special erotic situation. Choose the one that 
tickles your fancy... 


|. “Goddess of Fertility” 
Roman legend guarantees eternal potency to all who 
wear this stunning copper amulet. 
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ORDER TODAY... 


Mail to: 

STARLIGHT TREASURES 
180 Madison Ave. Suite 1103 
New York, N.Y. 10016 


Please rush my choice of the EROTIC ROMAN 


ST. 


MEDALLIONS (checked below) at only $7.95 (plus 75¢ 


postage) each. | understand that each MEDALLION 
comes complete with chain and clasp, and that | am 
guaranteed to be 100% satisfied. 


ll. “Roman Festivals” O i. “Goddess of Fertility” (copper) 
This relief-sculptured silver medal celebrates the Ot. momen Foaaeet (silvertone) 
favorite sexual position at Roman orgies. This 0 lll. “Greek Lovers (copper) 
arrangement encouraged very personal stimulation 0 IV. “Rise of Pompeii” (silvertone) 


while still allowing the couple to eat and drink. 
“Greek Lovers” 

Traditionally, the gift of this beautiful copper charm 
invoked secret mystical powers to help young lovers 


(Note: Why not order at least one of each of the copper 
and silver tones, so that you will have the right color for 
any wardrobe you choose.) 


Enclosed 
attain maximum sexual ecstasy. Will it work for you? piesa 
IV. “Rise of Pompeii” 
This exquisite silver pendant is a copy of a 5th Nani 
Century sculpture found in Pompeii at the house of one 
Quinto Fabio Maximo, one of the most notoriously 
lustful of Roman Emperors. Address 
The fascinating legends behind these authentic antique City 
replicas have brought renewed passions and erotic luck 
“Dp: Pre through the centuries. They are unique, beautiful, and 
IV.“Rise of Pompeii” (silvertone) guaranteed to please you with their special powers. State Zip 
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letters 


We'd like to hear from you. Honest. Words of praise, criticism and indecent propositions 
are all read carefully. If we print your letter, you get a free subscription. 
A better deal than that, you'll never get. Address your correspondence to 


SWANK, 717 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 


PYTHON PATTY 


| found your article on Eric Stanton 
(Aug. 1975) most enjoyable. | have a 
fascination for articles on female domi- 
nation of the male, especially for arti- 
cles on defeating males at wrestling. | 
was particularly interested in the draw- 
ings on page 64 showing the beautiful 
redhead crushing a male victim with 
her legs, but | was disappointed that 
there was no text, nor, it appears, a 
complete story. Could you please tell 
me if this episode is available and if so, 
where and what is the title? 

| know others who share my interest 
in this subject and would like to see 
SWANK take the lead in regularly fea- 
turing photos of mixed wrestling or 
well-done illustrations such as those on 
page 64. Maybe you could publish 
some of Stanton’s original work in 
serial form. 

My interest dates back 10 years ago 
when | was 18 years old. | was 6’2” 175 
Ibs. My 17 year old girlfriend was 5’6” 
128 Ibs. She was a cheerleader anda 
real doll. One evening with her parents 
gone we were horsing around and 
tickling each other. She jokingly (I 
thought) told me to cool it or she 
would have to ‘get tough” with me. 
Naturally, | laughed and continued to 
tickle her. All of a sudden she wrapped 
her gorgeous legs around my chest and 
held me there. She smiled sweetly, 
warned me again, and asked me to 
stop. | laughed again and proceeded to 
try to break her scissor grip. She let me 
try, without success, for 3 or 4 minutes 
then she gave me one more chance to 
give up. When | again declined, she 
began to squeeze. (Up to then she had 
just held me there and hadn’t really 
applied any pressure.) Her thighs 
seemed to turn as hard as stone and 
the pressure just kept increasing for 
what seemed a long time, but couldn’t 
have been more than 30 seconds. | 
couldn’t even talk to tell her | gave up 
and | thought she would surely crush 
my chest. 

| couldn’t believe a girl could have 
that much power! She realized she was 
really hurting me and let me go. She 


credited her 5 years of ballet training 
and her interest in gymnastics for her 
tremendous leg strength. After 2 days 
of chest pains and difficult breathing | 
went to the doctor. He x-rayed and 
found 2 cracked ribs! 

There was something erotic about 
this experience and | was turned on 
even while she was almost squeezing 
me to death. From then on whenever 
we made love, | would have her 
squeeze my body or head (not quite as 
hard as the first time) to really turn me 
on. Luckily, she did not think this was 
odd and even admitted that the feeling 
of power and knowing she could crush 
me with her legs excited her. 

We have been married for 8 years 
now and still have wrestling matches 
before making love. | can pin her easily 
if | can stay away from her legs, but 
she’s very fast and she wins about 75% 
of our matches because she is able to 
trap me in her deadly scissors grip. | 
have nicknamed her “Python Patty” 
and have tried to talk her into trying 
professional wrestling but she won't 
consider it. Her legs are even stronger 
now than they were 10 years ago and | 
would guess she could easily squeeze 
most of her opponents into submission 
if she would try it. 

If you would ever start a regular fea- 
ture on girl wrestling or mixed wres- 
tling, | would be happy to send some 
photos of my doll and maybe even talk 
her into challenging some of your 
readers in our area. How about it? 

B.L. 
Boston, Ma. 


THANKS. SHE TASTES EVEN BETTER 
THAN SHE LOOKS. 


Dear Sir: 

Your current November issue of 
SWANK is terrific! 

The photos of Miss Sallylou were 
great! Please, more of her in the near 
future! 

Sincerely, 
EK; 
Chicago, Ill. 


Continued on page 108 


... through the pages 
of SWANK, the new 
leader in its field. If 

you like what you see 
in this month’s issue, 

just wait till Feb- 
ruary! You'll find an 
exposé of the secrets 
of skip-tracers, by 
award-winning crime 
author Joe Gores... 
and interview with tip 
call-girl Shannon Can- 


SWANK 


SWANK 
717 Fifth Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


Please enter my subscription for one year (12 issues) to Swank. Enclosed 
find $15.00 in check or money order. Rates apply to U.S., U.S. Poss., 
Canada. APO—FPO addresses only. All other countries, $18.00 rates 
apply. Save $3.50 over newsstand price. 
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field... and our spe- 
cial SM section, 
telling you every- 
thing you always 
wanted to know about 
bondage (but were 
afraid it would hurt 
too much to ask)! So 
who not subscribe to 
SWANK today? Don’t 
be caught with your 
pants down! /* 
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At least one ex-con, Walter 
the Smoke, will not resent it if 
rich Patty Hearst does not 
have to do much time, reports 
a weekly newspaper, the Chi- 
cago Reader. In fact, he has an 
elaborate plan for her rehabi- 
litation, a plan which would 
include her immediate en- 
trance into a unique work re- 
lease program. 

“T think they ought to take 
Hearst and the pudgy tomato 
who popped one off at the 
President and that broad from 
the Mansons—what’s her 
name? Squeaky Fromme. They 
should put them all in the 
same work release program.” 

Walter the Smoke took a 
drag from his Gauloises while 
his friends waited to hear what 
his plan was. 

“You put them in the Secret 
Service. 

“Tt would be a good move 
all the way around,” Walter 
the Smoke said. ‘’First, it 
would make the women liber- 
ationists happy. There never 


have been any female body- 
guards for Presidents. It’s a 
good job and women should 
be able to participate. They 
get nice salaries and pensions 
and get to carry guns—some- 
thing Patty Hearst seems good 
at—and wear sunglasses. 
“And they would need no 
special training to get into the 
Secret Service because it’s ob- 
vious no one there already has 
had any. Certainly Hearst and 
Fromme and Moore could 
look around at the crowd with 
their sunglasses on and wear 
those little buttons in their 
lapels, and then run towards 
the President after he’s been 
shot at. Anybody can do that. 
And as far as taking preventa- 
tive steps—determining who is 
a potential assassin—those 
three chicks could tell more 
about who’s likely to knock off 
a President than some crew- 
cut ex-Marine who's been liv- 
ing in the White House for 20 
years. At least the women 
have been around and met 


OIN S.S.? 


“Hell, Patty Hearst has al- 


people. 

“Also, you eliminate the 
threat to the President wher- 
ever he goes, since they would 
always be with him and there- 
fore not against him. Assassins 
have shown a need to identify 
with a cause and their hostility 
towards the Presidency could 
easily be transferred to love if 
they were given the job of 
guarding the President. 


ready switched loyalties 
enough times to demonstrate 
it would be no problem get- 
ting her into the swing of the 
Secret Service routine. Maybe 
they would even assign her to 
the Vice President. The 
Hearsts and the Rockefellers 
should get along fine,” Walter 
the Smoke concludes. & 


© 1975 THE READER, CHICACO 


SWANK’S QUOTE OF THE MONTH 


“When will we stop playing games with VD? When will we 
stop talking about it and actually pay for the facilities and the 
personnel to eradicate it? It is a pity that we lack a powerful 
and effective lobby against VD. Until the people wake, money 
will continue to be spent for military weapons that kill man 
rather than for medical weapons against the microorganism of 
syphilis and gonorrhea, for projects to put a few astronauts on 
the moon rather than for programs to cure the infected millions 


here on earth.” 


Dr. Louis Lasagna, chairman of the department of pharma- 
cology and toxicology and professor of medicine at the Univer- 


sity of Rochester. 
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LIGHTS! CAMERA! WARING BLENDER! 


There’s a loft in New York's Soho section where, on any given 
Friday night, you can pay your five bucks, walk in, sip a glass of 
wine and watch a man dressed in diapers, sucking a bottle and 
being “mothered’’ by a young woman; a bare-assed blond being 
spanked; a woman putting a collar and leash on her husband 
and serving him dinner out of Fido’s dish; a woman humiliated 
by watching her man put a paper bag over his head so he won't 


have to look at her ugly face; a nude man, trussed and flapping — 


around like a chicken, being gobbled by his female partner; and 
a whole range of other loony behavior you won't see on The 
Waltons. 

“We like to think of ourselves as mice looking for a scientist,” 
says Leil Lowndes, actress and participant in “The Project,” 
under whose auspices all this craziness goes on, A full-page ad in 
a national magazine enquiring, “What turns you on?” produced 
thousands of responses, and now Lowndes and her male partner 
Chip Durgom go through the motions of their own and others’ 
sexual fantasies weekly on stage. “The guilt is the problem, not 
the fantasy,” she tells the audience, who stay to discuss the 
night’s activities after the show. “Our mission is to have every- 
body in this room who is ashamed of his real desires walk proud- 
ly out the door, saying, ‘Maybe I’m not so strange’-—and those 
whose desires are not so strange leave, saying, ‘Maybe I’m miss- 
ing something.’ ” 
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PEARLS AMONG THE SWINE DEPARTMENT 


Walter Winchell, the reporter who dominated the newspaper 
world for almost fifty years, recounts the following incident in 
his book Winchell Exclusive: “Things That Happened to Me— 
and Me to Them” 1975, Prentice-Hall, Inc.: 

Winchell was chatting with Sherman Billingsley, the owner of 
the Stork Club, about their baldness and their vow never to wear 
toupees. They were approached by Beatrice Lillie, Lady Peel, 
the British singer who frequently appeared in American clubs 
and who was notorious for her comments about people. For a 
moment she stared at the balding pates of the two men, then 
ponunag ated, “You know why most men lose their hair?” 

“No, why?” asked Winchell. 
“That's what comes from fighting your way under tight night- 
gowns!” 
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BY IRA WALLACH 


What is masturbation? 

Masturbation is the term we 
apply to any method of achiev- 
ing orgasm provided you do it 
all by yourself. In other words, 
do-it-yourself intercourse. If 
someone else does it for you we 
must subsume it under the 
heading of foreplay. 

Many killjoys have written 
of the evil effects of masturba- 
tion: insanity, loss of will pow- 
er, return of baby fat, ex- 
haustion, ingrown _ toenails, 
tennis elbow, and unclean 
thoughts. All of this, of course, 
is utter nonsense. While it is 
true that masturbation loosens 
the teeth, it is harmless for 
denture wearers. 

If we took the sum total of 
all the people in this country 
who swim, play tennis, golf, 
bridge, and football, drive 
cars, and vote, the number 
would represent only one- 
third of those who masturbate 
regularly or on a part-time 
basis. Statistics show that 
19,256,187 Americans are 
masturbating at any given mo- 
ment of the day. Close your 
eyes and try to imagine what is 
going on. Are you overwhelm- 
ed? You should not be. 

Masturbation has its draw- 
backs and we must not be 
blind to them. Perhaps the 
greatest argument against mas- 
turbation is that it is not a good 
way to meet people, and if you 
are by nature a loner, it will 
tend to exacerbate that aspect 
of your character. Yussuf ibn 
Farad did not condemn mas- 
turbation, although he did say, 
“T have nothing against the 
practice but I do hate to grunt 
in private.” 

Since masturbation is a soli- 
tary occupation, it deprives the 
masturbator of a companion 
with whom to hold long point- 
less discussions about the nat- 
ure and extent of the orgasm. 
To overcome this problem, 
some masturbators talk to 
themselves after the act, mur- 
muring, “Was it good for you, 
darling?” and replying in a dif- 
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ferent voice, ‘Yes, dear, simply 
marvelous.” Or Voice One 
asks, “Do you like my right 
hand better than my left 
hand?” to which Voice Two re- 
plies, “I can’t choose between 
them. Each has something spe- 
cial and different and wonder- 
ful to offer. I love them both 
and I love you, too.” 

While masturbation is still 
illegal in some states, the more 
permissive sexual atmosphere 
that now exists gives us hope 
that legislators will strike such 
laws from the books as soon as 
they stop jerking off. 

The advantages of mastur- 
bation are manifold: 

1. You don’t have to satisfy 

anyone but yourself. 

2. You don’t have to rent a 
motel room. 

8. You don’t have to talk to 
yourself afterward unless 
you feel like it. 

4. You don’t have to get un- 
dressed. 

5. You don’t have to bathe. 

6. You can go right to sleep 
afterward. 

7. You don’t have to send 
yourself flowers. 

8. You don’t have to use a 
contraceptive. 

9. No one will ask if you 
want to set up housekeep- 
ing. 

10. You can treat yourself as 
a sexual object. 

1l. You can read a_ book, 
watch television, or talk 
to your lover on the 
phone at the same time. 

With all the advantages that 
masturbation offers, why 
should any healthy person 
hesitate to give himself this 
pleasure? Mainly because of 
the psychological remnants of 
an upbringing that, reflected 
the dying mores of the Victor- 
ian era. Yet if we look into his- 
tory, we must ask ourselves 
why Buckingham Palace order- 
ed more fat candles during Vic- 
toria’s reign than under any 
other regime in British history. 
And the records show that until 
death struck him down before 
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his time, Prince Albert always 
kept both hands in his pants 
pocket whenever he went strol- 
ling in the gardens. We can as- 
sume that he kept his Teutonic 
digits mighty busy diddling his 
old knockwurst. 

Most of us learn to mastur- 
bate very early. Girls learn a 
little more slowly than boys, 
and usually at a later age, but 
most’ of them make up for lost 
time. Some even stumble upon 
the secrets of masturbation 
quite by accident. One young 
woman never did get the hang 
of the thing until her house 
caught fire and a friendly fire- 
man hosed down her clitoris. 
Unfortunately, this baroque 
experience turned her to arson. 

Physiology limits men in the 
equipment they can use as aids 
in masturbation. First we have 
that old standby the hand, a 
simple and effective device 
that hangs from the end of the 
wrist. By extending the hand, 
wrapping it around the penis, 
then raising it and lowering it 
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much in the manner one 
churns butter, the man can 
masturbate satisfactorily. Most 
men prefer to masturbate rath- 
er than churn butter even 
though the manufacture of 
butter can bring in a tidy in- 
come. 

Literal-minded men can 
purchase artificial vaginas. 
Men who use them most often 
fill them with air although it 
is best to fill them with some 
nutritious substance. Recom- 
mended temperature for the 
American artificial vagina is 
95° Fahrenheit. (European 
vaginas are centigrade. They 
come mostly from Switzerland, 
where Swiss craftsmen size 
them differently from their 
American counterparts. For in- 
stance, the Swiss vagina 14BB 
corresponds to the American 
vagina 1ZAAAAA.) When your 
artificial vagina is not in use, 
you can fill it with water and 
put it into the freezer. Later 
you can pop it into the picnic 
basket to keep the beer cold. - 


y 
== Ly 


AMERICA 


More imaginative men will 
follow the lead of Philip Roth 
and realize that they can put 
to the service of masturbation 
almost any yielding substance 
that is not abrasive. Roth chose 
liver because it is both yield- 
ing and smooth, but we have 
found it inferior to chop meat 
(1/8 pound chuck, 1/3 pound 
round, 1/8 pound veal, and 
add a touch of oregano for 
piquancy). Buy your chop 
meat from a reputable butcher 
and have it ground to order. 
Pre-packaged meats may be 
cheaper, but whatever you 
save in pennies you will pay 
out in ecstasy. 

If, like many men, you use 
smoked whitefish, we say well 
and good. But watch out for 
the bones! 

For women masturbation 
indeed offers a brave new 
world. The hand is but the 
humblest of the objects that 
can bring her the joy she seeks, 
and if she is a daughter of the 
times she is soon beyond em- 
ploying the once novel but 
now passé electric toothbrush. 
Tumbling from love's cornuco- 
pia come the Italian or Hebrew 
National salami, the zucchini, 
the well-directed shower-head, 
the vacuum-cleaner hose, the 
automobile muffler, the Bon- 
wit Teller mailing piece, the 
conductor's baton. Again, the 
uncreative woman will con- 
tent herself with the artificial 
penis, although it cannot cool 
beer efficiently. Like the arti- 
ficial vaginas, artificial penises 
come in many varieties, and it 
is common for famous sports 
figures and motion-picture act- 
ors to model for them. At this 
writing the most popular arti- 
ficial penis is the Hank Han- 
sen, named for the Pittsburgh 
Steelers’ outstanding quarter- 
back. (In a contract battle 
Hansen successfully blocked 
the Steelers’ management from 
cutting themselves in on the 
income from his penis.) The 
Mike Mallory penis was popu- 
lar for a long time, until a 


sportwriter exposed it for the 
forgery it was. Despite the at- 
tractive packaging in which 
the makers present the artifi- 
cial penis, its appeal is still to 
the woman who lacks imagina- 
tion. 

Every morning after break- 
fast make up your schedule for 
the day. Look at your calendar 
and find out when you can 
squeeze in a little masturba- 
tion. Perhaps right after the 
salesmen’s meeting and before 
you have to confer with the 
company controller. Perhaps 
you can excuse yourself for a 
few minutes before you drink 
your dinner coffee. And cer- 
tainly at night, when you take 
off your clothes and your geni- 
talia are so conveniently at 
hand, you might as well mas- 
turbate before putting on your 
pajamas. 

Masturbation has helped 
many women take the mo- 
notony out of household and 
social chores. When they do 
the dishes, for instance, they 
do not simply wash and dry. 
Instead they wash, masturbate, 
and then dry. And you can see 
your reflection in those dishes! 
Others turn their visits to their 
in-laws into jolly escapades 
rather than drab obligations 
by wearing a cordless vibrator 
when they leave home. 

We are just beginning to as- 
sess the advantages that a mas- 
turbatory work force brings to 
industry and commerce. Those 
offices and factories that now 
allow morning and afternoon 
masturbation breaks have not- 


ed a decrease in absenteeism | 


and an increase in productiv- 
ity. A similar plan may be in 
the offing for the United States 
Congress. 

Organize your life so that 
you have ample time for mas- 
turbation. You can adjust any 
occasion, rearrange any calen- 
dar, to accommodate this acti- 
vity. And remember that es- 
pecially good times to mastur- 
bate are during I.R.S.. audits 
and wedding anniversaries. 
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Shirts, Boxers and Briefs ina 
luxury blend of SO% Kode!" polyester 
and 50% combed cotton 


WE ALWAYS LOOKED AT THE GIRDLE ADS 


In the livingroom of a home of 
a little town Down South, the 
matrons gathered round and 
opened the big book to page 
602 and howled and cackled 
and sniggered with what 
newspapers call “‘ill-disguised”’ 
obscene glee. So did their hus- 
bands and their children, Mid- 
dle America isn’t all that 
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square. And, this was happen- 
ing all over the country. On 
page 602 of the new Sears, 
Roebuck catalogue is an ad- 
vertisement in which this 
model displays (old-fashioned) 
underwear. Now, if you have 
an adequately dirty mind and 
look real close—there, below 
the hem of his shorts, right 


SENSATIONS 


“Sensations” is the signal for a new era in motion pictures 
containing explicit sex; it is the Rolls-Royce of pornographic 
movies. Made for a budget of $250,000 by Alberto Ferro 
(Lasse Braun)—the same one who did “French Blue’ —the 
film is a Fellini-ish journey into orgydom. The actors and ac- 
tresses are well dressed and attractive (thank God!) and it is 
refreshing to see new faces and a sophistication usually absent 


from your average X-rated flick. 


—Lisa Hoffman 


SWANK 


there is, well, there is what 
folks who read that sort of lit- 
erature might call a pecker. 
No such thing, says Sears. 
Rumor has it that the cata- 
logue should be up on the top 
of Best Seller List, and that it 
is difficult to find one. 

—Bob Sherrill 


FOOT-IN-MOUTH 
DISEASE 


The notorious Foot Fondler 
of San Antonio struck again 
and again before he was ar- 
rested, The Fondler knocked 
down his victims, snatched off 
their shoes, kissed their feet 
and sprinted away. 


HEAD 


If that moss up there on top 
is growing woefully thin, men, 
or some slick patches are 
spreading, well, just get a little 
of this lotion made from the 
female hormone estrogen and 
rub it in. Grows hair and re- 
duces fallout, says, Dr. Edward 
M. Settel. How did he discov- 
er this? 


BALLS! 


Joseph A. Kenner, who was 
convicted of molesting (as 
they say) a child, could not 
find a surgeon to castrate him 
and thereby Avoid, if the 
operation worked, an indeter- 
minate sentence in a Califor- 
nia prison. Another man with 
a similar problem has had no 
success in finding a surgeon. 
How come? 


By Noe 


I've always suspected that 
porn films are designed to 
mesmerize an audience rath- 
er than actually turn it on. 
Take any example of the 
come-shot genre supposedly 
worth its salt—Deep Throat, 
The Devil in Miss Jones, Be- 
hind the Green Door—and 
what do you have? A voyeur s- 
eye view of a plump rump, a 
stiff rod churning away end- 
lessly up, down, up, down. A 
moan here, a groan there. And 
then, a conditioned response: 
that obligatory load of spunk 
punctuates the action and the 
cycle starts all over again, re- 
peated with variations three or 
four more times. I sit there in 
the dark and fall asleep. For 
my four or five bucks, I've had 
the privilege of a nice wet 
dream. Well, that doesn’t hap- 
pen every day, but it’s not ex- 
actly a sexual revolution 
either. Yet the sheer athletics 
of what’s going on up there on 
the screen is more than most 
burghers can boast for a 
night’s play, and the illusion 
suffices. America drinks and 
goes home. And goes to sleep, 
dreaming of Marilyn and 
Georgina. 

The American porn trade 
had been doing quite a brisk 
business, being the only show 
in town. Reels of ‘‘erotica,” 
performed perfunctorily by 
unsmiling love slaves who earn 
about a hundred dollars a day 
for a few days’ work before the 
cameras (except, of course, the 
top-billed ones), are making 
their way around the globe to 
all sorts of hinterlands. In the 
land of the blind, the one-eyed 
man is king, and the world in 
general (except maybe for li- 
bertine Amsterdam) is just be- 
ginning to recover from the 
Dark Ages. 

France—before World War 
II known as a risque place— 
has had its own inquisition to 
recover from, in the form of 
DeGaulle’s ultra-moral Catho- 
licism.. But Giscard D’Estaing 
changed all that last June 
when his minister of culture, 
Michel Guy, announced the 
virtual abolition of censorship. 
Aprés Giscard, le déluge. Paris 


FUN’S FUN IN FRANCE'’S FIRST “le hard” HIT. 


now swarms with fuck films. 
First came the soft-core, films 
like Just Jaeckin’s ponderously 


successful Emanuelle and 
Roger Vadim’s Charlotte, so- 
called “erotic” works featuring 
some fondling and jacking off, 
couched in pseudo-intellectual 
settings, sans penetration on 
the whole. 

This fall, at the New York 
Film Festival, we got to see 
the first example of “le hard.” 
The New York Film Festival?! 
Yup. Jean-Francois Davy’s 
Exhibition, a aichimentisy 
about a performer in sex-films, 
opened there with an unprece- 
dented self-imposed x-rating 
and a few days later began its 
run at a New York theater. 
The festival showing was 
quite appropriate, actually, 
since Exhibition is really about 
pornography, rather than an 
all-out groper. The film con- 
forms to all the essential 
characteristics of cinéma 
verité. It follows a worker 
(Claudine Beccarie) in long 
takes as she goes about her 
work, “candidly reflecting on 
what it means to her, how she 
gets along with her fellow 
workers, her life as a child, her 
parents, her boy friend. Her 
work just happens to involve a 
lot of fucking and sucking. 

Here we have the crux of 
what separates Exhibition as 


solidly from. such pseudo- 
documentary raincoat excuses 
as Swedish Blue as it does 
from the majority of lack- 
luster x-ratings: the characters 
in the film enjoy their work. 
More than half the film’s 
hundred-or-so minutes are 
taken up with the actual stud- 
io shootings of various sex 
scenes—female/female, male/ 
female, group grope—pre- 
sumably for any of a num- 
ber of films Davy produces 
or directs. In all of these, 
exquisite sounds of pleasure 
are heard on a sound track 
that is obviously not post- 
dubbed, obviously faithful 
to what is going on right now 
onscreen. The participants 
in these scenes are constant- 
ly smiling, joking, playing 
with the camera as well as 
with each other. 

At the foreground of a par- 
ticularly imaginative daisy- 
chain, Fréderique, a most lus- 
cious young woman, mastur- 
bates as her colleagues, en- 
gaged in couplings that shift 
with the conversation, make 
remarks about what they are 
doing. “Are you really com- 
ing, Fréderique?” asks Davy, 
off-camera. The moans that 
emanate from somewhere 
deep inside her are worth 
twenty Nanooks of the North. 
Later, another member of the 


group reads aloud from a por- 
nographic text as she fondles 
herself; Fréderique is pumped 
seemingly endlessly from be- 
hind by the film’s stud, 
Bénoit. “How many days has 
this guy been hard?” giggles 
one of the girls. Again, 
Fréderique goes off in ripples 
of orgasm. Cinéma verité, I 
like that. 

And women like it, too, or 
so they tell me, because there 
is something to identify with: 
pleasure, yfaithfully recorded. 
Not just in scenes of women 
exploring each other, but in 
the obvious fun and ten- 
derness everybody is having. 
It’s clear that the attraction is 
not solely the display of bodies 
interacting. That, like most 
porn, would be boring in repe- 
tition. Rather, the film puts 
sex in the kind of perspective 
one would like to see in one’s 
own life. 

Which is why this picture 
was a hit at Cannes as it was 
with the critics at the New 
York festival. It is only in- 
cidentally the biggest grosser 
(no pun) in France at this 
writing. Davy has constructed 
an exploration of a woman, 
not peek-a-boo-style, but by 
conversation. He gives her the 
floor, as it were, lets her dis- 
play her contradictions to the 
audience and allows us to see 


for ourselves the truth behind 
her little lies about her past 
and the essential little-girl ro- 
mantic morality that belies her 
tough exterior. 

At thirty, Claudine Beccarie 
is just beginning a career as a 
box office attraction. The past 
fifteen years have taken her 
from a reform school adoles- 
cence through marriage, di- 
vorce and vagabondage in a 
Spanish brothel. She  or- 
ganizes orgy scenes with auth- 
ority, yet she says, ‘I don’t 
like orgies because people do 
what they wouldn't do with 
their wives.” She displays her 
body to thousands for a living, 
yet despises prostitution in all 
forms, including housewifery 
(though the housewives she 
considers victims, like the 
prostitutes). ““Screw with a 
producer to get a part?” she 
says, ‘““Never.”’ She'd turn 
down a part like Deep Throat 
(“What price glory! Who 
needs a clitoris in the 
throat?’’) and doesn’t like 
terms like “give head’ or 
“‘let’s fuck,” preferring “make 
love.” 

How much of this is prin- 
cipled self-analysis and how 
much muddled politics is left 
for the audience to decide. 
Davy makes his case by the 
juxtaposition of images and 
some off-camera probing. 
Ironically, Claudine is most 
believable when she is acting, 
and she is always acting. A 
seven-minute masturbation 
scene drew applause from the 
festival audience, the flutter- 
ings of her fingers and the ani- 
malism of her groans erasing 
the boundaries between docu- 
mentary and fiction. The film 
itself manages to eliminate the 
pretentious distinction be- 
tween porn and eroticism, a 
distinction the French bour- 


‘ geoisie like to make as they 


enter their soft-core houses, 
cloaked in the cultural security 
of “good taste.” 

Says Jean-Francois Davy, 
“Every film is a relationship 
between an exhibitionist and a 
voyeur.” As long as it’s inter- 
esting, why bother with defini- 
tions? This one did not put me 
to sleep. 
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PHUCKING THE PHONE COMPANY 


Lester Goodman 


Phone Phreaks are to AT&T as AT&T is to the American pub- 
lic; natural enemies. The thought of all those electronic wizards 
making free long-distance calls turns telephone monopolists a 
whiter shade of pale, and sends them scurrying off to utilities 
commissions across the country to beg fresh rate-increases. 

And now the conflict has escalated. Telephone Electronics 
Line is the journal of, uh, telephone technology. Each issue comes 
with a disclaimer to the effect that “its publication in no way con- 
stitutes a conspiracy on the part of the publisher or organizers to 
intentionally defraud any common carrier.” Nevertheless, read- 
ers fluent in English will find a virtual goldmine of ideas that can 
be applied toward decreased phone bills. A recent issue of TEL 
included such articles as “The Intricacy of Credit Card Fraud,” 
“Area Code 800—It’s Not Only a Mass Calling Number,” and 
“Detection—How to Avoid It.” Even more intriguing were the 
ads for diagrams of “black boxes,” electronic systems designed to 
hook onto anyone’s phone, enabling the caller to dial toll-free 
calls. 

The Phone Phreaks mean business, but so does Ma Bell. If 
you want a copy of TEL, better send away for it before AT&T's 
lawyers come up with a legal dodge to suspend its publication. 
Sample copies are a dollar, from 22035 Burbank Blvd., Woodland 
Hills, CA 91634. 


®@6@6@¢6¢6€8€@6@ 8082 6 


KNOW-HOW 


Tired of faucet drip? Fed up 
with falling plaster? Afraid 
you'll be electrocuted if you 
touch a light bulb? Now 
comes KNOW-HOW, a fix-it 
book for the clumsy, but pure 
of heart, to the rescue of 
fumblers and ten thumbers, 
frustrated handymen and han- 
dywomen everywhere. This 
manual, totally unlike other 
dry-as-dust references, ex- 
plains how something works 
before telling you what to do 
when it breaks down. The 
chapters discuss tools, wood- 
working, heating, air-condi- 
tioning, painting, plastering, 
tiling, plumbing, and electrici- 
ty. Sprinkled with delightful 
stories and liberally dosed with 
clear illustrations, the discus- 
sion will prove as entertaining 


as it is informative. 

Guy Alland and Miron Was- 
kiw, both architects, founded a 
school in New York City two 
years ago—The Knowhow 
Workshop—with the motto: 
“Even if you never held a 
hammer before.’’ Tony Hiss, 
one of their students, who 
started as a klutz and soon be- 
came their star pupil, joined 
them in putting this book to- 
gether, which is clearly and 
wittily illustrated by Etti de 
Laczay. 

It should prove to be a use- 
ful and permanent gift for the 
man who has nothing or the 
woman who has everything 
but a handy man around the 
house! KNOW-HOW, $6.95, 
publ. by Little Brown. 

—Lisa Hoffman 


PEOPLE PHONES 


using parts a friend of his 
who buys old phones had 
given him. When other 


Artist Bob Ebers is any- 
thing but a phoney, though 


he has been preoccupied with 
phones for quite a while. 
Realizing the frustrations, 
wrong numbers, bad connec- 
tions or—worse yet—a dead 
telephone can bring about, he 
decided to humanize ordinary 
telephones and make them 
look alive. He started out 
with the “Mad Professor,” 


SWANK 


friends saw and liked the re- 
sult, he continued cutting out 
more wood and plastic peo- 
ple, creating an entire popu- 
lation of “People Phones.” 
They sell from $150 to $300 
and are both decorative and 
functional. No home should 
be without one! Depicted 
here, from left to right, are: 


“Alexander Graham 
Grump”’ (obviously he heads 
up the Bell System’s com- 
plaint department), he has 
the dial on his wrist and 
holds the receiver, talking 
into it; “Dr. Freud,” with all 
his images written on his 
brain; “Ma Belle,” whose 
boobs light up when the 
phone rings; “Uncle Peace,” 
representing Uncle Sam, 
wearing a high hat, with the 


peace symbol in his mouth; 
“The Thinker,” who wears 
all his components in his ° 
brain; “The Mad Professor,” 
with all the components on 
his face and the dial for a 
mouth. 

These are only a few of the 
many that can be purchased 
directly from Bob Ebers at 
his loft 35 West 20th Street, 
N.Y.C. Tel.: 675-6134. 

—Lisa Hoffman 


ALL IN THE FAMILY 
MOVE OVER! 


The highly dubious “spin- 
off” concept (whereby the fav- 
orite supporting-character of a 
show is given his or her very 


own series) has surely reached 


its damnable nadir at last. 


_ Shortly following the recent 


debut of “Medical Center’ 
(CBS, 8/15/75)—an extraordi- 
nary pilot episode wherein we 
were treated to the dramatiza- 
tion of how a popular physi- 
cian, after a good deal of soul 
and libido searching, opts for 
a sex-change operation—going 
from fun-guy to fun gal. 
(Come to think of it, they 
never seem to try the reverse. 
And what's the Libbie view on 
that, if one may ask? Babsy 
Walters, en garde!) In any 
case, there was considerable 
tension and conflict in the first 
episode (of this fab two-reeler) 
with the various members of 
the physician's family, es- 
pecially the missus and young- 
sters, coming down hard on 


_ him with the grand old classic 


“What's up, Doc?” routine, 
and behaving generally in a 
fairly heavy “hurt and con- 
fused’ manner. By way of dé- 
nouement, the operation—a 
bit tricky it is, too—is quite 
successful . . . so much so that 
the good doctor emerges as 


| even more fun than before. 


Audience response (if one 
may believe network PR re- 
leases) was overwhelmingly in 
support of this “marvelous 
changeling’’—“‘cute as a but- 


ton and twice as spunky” as 


one top executive put it—and 


that week's mail brought 
among other things to be sure, 
“over 3000 proposals of mar- 
riage.” Network top staffers, 
steeped in savvy and know- 
how, were quick to pluck this 
ripe bud. “Boys and girls,” 
said Marv Addleman, produc- 
tion prez of the net concern- 
ed, “this baby spells spin- 
off with a capital S!” And so, 
another new show, engagingly 
dubbed “New Gal In Town,” 
is already “vamping in the 
wings,” as we say, being tout- 
ed for a fall prime-time family 
slot. Going for authenticity, 
the format will stay as is, with 
Dr. Jaimie Heart (now Dr. 
Janie Heart) still wearing the 
white surgical gown, but now 
with a definite flair! “New Gal 
In Town” promises to be top 
sit-com fare, and buzz along 
the realto has it that such big- 
gies as Marc Welby are slated 
for early guest-shots, as well as 
those _ oldie-goldies = Dick 
Chamberlain and Vince Ed- 
wards—with both zany _hi- 
jincks and light romance in the 
offering for “Dr. Janie,” the 
“New Gal In Town’”’! 


TIP TOP TAN 


Nixon and Agnew used to 
rant like a pair of rut-crazed 
banshees about how slanted 
the U.S. video news-coverage 
was, and I always put this 
down to their own rather ban- 
shee-scoped gourds, and the 
inherent limitations therein— 
always, that is, until the recent 
and extraordinary “cover-up” 
attempts surrounding the fast- 
breaking Patty Hearst “cap- 
ture’’ story, and the true reason 


“Fehind fet wee at this 
particular moment. Fortunate- 
ly, the American painter, Lar- 
ry Rivers—whose creative mix- 
ed-media work has involved 
him extensively in video-tape- 
ing—was shooting in nearby 
Scranton, Pennsylvania, when 
the initial rumor broke that 
Patty and the Harrises were 
calling some kind of impromtu 
“press conference,” in South 
Canaan, 20 miles away. Rivers’ 
camera was the first to reach 
the scene. (Media newshawk 
Marty Rostow arrived some fif- 
teen minutes later.) Rivers be- 
gan filming as soon as he got 
there, as did Rostow. I sub- 
sequently viewed the Rivers 
footage (about half of which 
was also filmed by Rostow and, 
presumably, still exists, safely 
secure in the network vaults). 
The tape begins in mid-sen- 
tence, with Patty (“Tania’’) 
Hearst literally shrieking at the 
top of her voice and grimacing 
‘maniacally, her face full into 
camera and extremely close: 
. .. that Squeaky little twat! 
I'll squeak her twat for her! 
She thinks she can upstage us 
with all that Chuckie Manson 
garbage? Big deal! Making the 
cover of Time AND News- 
week! Big deal!” She flaunted 
her tiny raised fist, so near the 
lens that it obscured the image 
for an instant. “Squeaky From- 
me!” she screamed in fury, 
“Tl squeak her fromme for 
her! Doesn't she realize that all 


that Manson jive is just Mick- 
ey Mouse bohunkscam com- 
pared to our Symbie trip!?! 
We're HEAVY!!!” 

“Hey Patty,” piped up some 
gross wiseacre in the network 


camera-crew, which was still 
setting up, “whatever happen 
to all dem little black Symbos 


youse wuz hangin’ out wit? | 


Hah-hah-hah!”’ 

Well, you can bet this quip 
set Patty hopping mad; and, as 
she was about to renew her 
fiesty tirade, the Hearst law- 
yers arrived en masse. They 
quickly drew Bill (“Big Tool’’) 
Harris aside, to bend his ear in 
a most hushed and confidential 
manner. As an immediate and 
direct result of this brief con- 
fab, Bill returned and told Pat- 
ty-Tania, in a curious mixture 
of Nixonesque babble and hip 
py-dip argot, to “low-profile 
it,” explaining (while still be- 
ing filmed) that “Maury (ap- 
parently one of the lawyers) 
says this ‘capping Squeaky’ bit 
can royally fuck us up, motiva- 
tionwise. Maury says it’s a one- 
way ticket to Snafu City, Tan, 
so let’s cool out the Squeaky 
trip. I mean if we make it seem 
like a real capture, you know, a 
real downhome bust, then it 
looks good for the Department, 
you dig? You gotta go the old 
brainwash-route, Tan—that’s 
what Maury says... for the 
good of the Department.” 

But Tan was not so easily 


convinced, ““The Department!”’ 


she screeched, “what has the 
Department ever done for 
us?!” 

Bill tried to calm her. “Now, 
now, Tan, don’t forget, ‘one 
hand washes the other’—that’s 
what Maury says.” 

She’ shook him off viciously, 
her face twisting into a night- 
mare mask of rage and anguish 
as she thrust her face right in- 
to the camera, and screamed: 
“Tan! Tan! Stop calling me 

‘Tan, you A-Hole! I’m the 
greatest urban guerilla of them 
all! And that snotty little 
Squeaky had better admit it!” 

She turned away from,camera. 
“Driver!”” she shrieked, and 
leaped into the approaching 
limo. “San Fran, Tonto! I've 
got a date with destiny!’’ And 
off they sped, leaving certain 
persons ‘agape, in the gather- 


ing dust—while credits slowly | 


rise. 
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DON’T EAT THE CHERRIES, THEY RE PLASTIC 


Demand is soaring in Japan 
for “the million yen virgin” 
and as there are rarely enough 
virgins to go around the plas- 
tic surgery industry is boom- 
ing. A skillful “retread”’ is al- 
most good enough to pass for 
the real thing, say connois- 
seurs, especially if the girl is 


young enough, and some os- 
tensible “‘virgins’” are now 
working on their fourth or 
fifth hymen. 

At one time Japan’s wealth- 
iest businessmen were content 
to while away their evenings 
in Tokyo's Akasaka district or 
Osaka’s Dotonbori drinking 


“Hah, so, Amellican Maline. You are surplized 
I speak your ranguage? I was educated at 


A book illustration by Katsushika Hokusai (1824), One of 
hundreds of hidden masterpieces of Seventeenth to Nineteenth 
Century Japanese erotic art unearthed in SHONGA: The Art 
of Love in Japan ($35, Two Continents/Paddington Press). 


FICKEN AROUND 


SWANK 


and playing simple flirting 
games with peruked and pow- 
dered geishas. But the influx 
of sophisticated foreign execu- 
tives—few of whom were con- 
tent with such innocent 
fun—has created a demand for 
more satisfying pursuits; the 
Million Yen Virgin is a pres- 
tige item and not easily forgot- 
ten. 

One million yen at the cur- 
rent rate of exchange is about 


$3,800. 


Although plastic surgery is 
the best way to rejuvenate a 
young lady who might have 
been to the well once too 
often, there are other means of 
restoring the vagina to its pris- 
tine state. One much quoted 
is this 15th century recipe: 
“Take a half ounce of Vene- 


tian turpentine, a little of the 
milky sap of asparagus leaves, 
a quarter ounce of rock alum 
steeped in lemon juice or the 
juice of green apples, the 
white of a fresh egg and a lit- 
tle oatmeal. Mix these ingre- 
dients and roll into a ball of 
good consistency which you 
will then insert into the vagina 
of the deflowered girl, after 
having syringed the part with 
goatsmilk and rubbed it with 
an ointment of mature white 
wine. You will not have ap- 
plied this secret preparation 
more than four or five times 
before the girl returns to a 
state which would deceive 
even the matron who might 
examine her.” 

—John Wilcock 


ORAL SEX: READING THE FINE PRINT 


Quite often in life we want 
more than we are likely to get, 
which is again the case with 
one of the latest wrinkles in 
the constantly-evolving neigh- 
borhood sex-shop industry. 
Around the corner of Western 
and Santa Monica in Los An- 
geles, better known to some as 
East Hollywood, establish- 


ments have recently opened 
which offer “Oral Sex,” presu- 
mably with those omnipresent 
Gorgeous Young Girls. What 
you get, in fact, is a quite le- 
gally naked lady reading, at 
arm's length, your literary se- 
lection or hers, aloud. Some 
may consider this a scam; 
Kenneth Clark may not. 
—Michael Parrish 


The ““Immortalization of Fuck,” which appears on the opposite page, is one item of many in The Whole Sex Catalog published 
recently by Pinnacle Books in paperback at $6.95. The author, John F. Harnish, Jr., has done his homework, with one exception: He 
claims that the German word for fuck is “‘frikon.”’ Sorry, John, but it’s “ficken” and we would be very happy to conjugate it for you! 
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IN an earlier, cornier era he would’ve been dubbed 
a “mystery man’—Mitchell Livingston WerBell III, 
this chesty, ruddy, ramrod-straight former secret 
service officer with the opaline, bloodflecked eyes 
of the Miura fighting bull, who has been a shadowy, 
enigmatic presence in America’s innermost cor- 
ridors of power for a generation. He has been called 
an inventor of genius, and he is that: WerBell has 
designed the world’s best muzzle silencer and so 
many other James Bond gadgets of the space-age 
espionage trade that he is regarded as the “master 
armorer of the C.I.A.” Competitors in the inter- 
national armements trade call him, enviously, a 
“supersalesman” and WerBell has served as chair- 
man, president and chief executive officer of sev- 
eral worldwide corporations whose sales of “ultra- 
sophisticated special weapons” is in the millions of 
dollars. But WerBell is more than a creative indus- 
trial tycoon; as a member of the Secret Team, the 
mysterious association of powerful clandestine op- 
erators who plan behind the scenes and act in si- 
lence, WerBell has participated in covert activities 
which changed the destiny of small nations from 
Guatemala to Thailand, the outcome of civil wars or 
of elections whose results went against Washing- 
ton’s wishes. “We must have the capability to carry 
out executive action” WerBell used to say with con- 
viction—“executive action” being the longtime 
C.I.A. code name for political assassination projects 
—until one day he discovered his closest associate, 
and ultimately himself, to be the targets of a mys- 
terious, menacing “executive action.” 
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WerBell. . . lunged at a CIA field interrogator who was preparing 
to hammer an ordinary four-inch box nail into the left ear 


of a recalcitrant suspect. 


It did not begin in Guatemala or any- 
where in the Americas; Mitch was right 
about there having been more to it 
than that. It was in the Orient that the 
U.S. Government first began to send 
out armed men who were career 
American public servants invested with 
an unrestricted, unprecedented, God- 
like license to kill. 

In 1954, a deep-cover CIA team went 
off to Hanoi under Lt. Col. Lucien Con- 
ein, a veteran of numberless secret 
operations and one of Mitch WerBell’s 
closest lifelong friends. Code-named 
“Blackhawk,” the Conein mission was 
to harass and decimate the Vietminh 
leadership, that is, the new Communist 
rulers of North Vietnam who were just 
beginning to get organized after their 
long string of guerrilla victories against 
the French. The orders called for ““sab- 
otage. . . interdiction of transport and 
communications ... elimination of 
Vietminh cadres where conditions per- 
mit. . . .’” Many years later | asked 
Col. Conein just how one spotted the 
killable “cadres” in a country full of 
Vietminh, Conein, who was on his fifth 
or sixth bottle of Budweiser, grinned: 
“Well, suppose the stationmaster at a 
rural depot gave you a hard time about 
changing trains. You might pop him— 
he had a cadre-type job, and he was 
acting like a goddamn Vietminh, 
wasn’t he?’’ 

Similar missions multiplied. Led by 
CIA Clandestine Services agents 
equipped with false identities and cya- 
nide pills to cheat capture and by Spe- 
cial Forces officers who left behind 
their uniforms and military identifica- 
tion, special-operations teams author- 
ized to kill whenever “circumstances 
warranted” went out during the Fifties 
to thirteen provinces of Laos (‘White 
Star Training Mission’’) to northern 
Thailand (“Operation Lodestone’’) 
and to certain disaffected ethnic re- 
gions of Indonesia (‘‘Study Project 
Minimax.) But large-scale, top-secret 
U.S. intelligence operations involving 
unlimited license to kill came into their 
own in the remote, mountainous, jun- 
gled frontier country of Northern Thai- 
land, Laos and the Shan States of 
Burma, where the southwestern 
border of “Red China” met the “free 
world.” 

Here for once fortune smiled on 
Washington’s battle-weary spooks; 
here the CIA found a firm foothold for 
what became Washington’s most im- 
portant covert intelligence operation, 
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lasting the entire decade of the Sixties. 
Taciturn, hard-bitten hill tribes inhabit- 
ed both sides of the Chinese border. 
They paid little attention to such ci- 
tified cartographic devices as national 
borders: North Burma and Southwest- 
ern China were equally ‘‘Lahu 
country” to the Lahu tribesmen, “Yao- 
land” to the Yaos, they had long prac- 
tice moving back and forth over the 
Chinese frontiers at will. These hill tri- 
besmen made natural cross-border 
commando teams for penetrating 
China, once they were discovered, ap- 
propriately bribed, enlisted, equipped 
and trained by the CIA. 

Just across from China, at Mong 
Hkan in Burma, at Mao Salong in Laos, 
at Kengung and Mong Yang, at Phit- 
sanulok and Chiangmai in North Thai- 
land (where Mitch WerBell set up his 
field headquarters in the summer pa- 
lace of his good friend King Phumi- 
phon) the CIA organized a sizable se- 
cret army of Meo, Lahu, Yao and Wah 
tribesmen whose numbers were great- 
ly augmented when General .Richard 
Stillwell managed to reactivate around 
these frontier redoubts three Chinese 
Nationalist army corps—the Third 
under Gen. Tuan, the Fifth under Gen- 
eral Ma, the First Independent Unit 
under General Ly—who switched alle- 
gience from the Chiang Kai-Shek gov- 
ernment, now exiled on Formosa, to 
the C.I.A. 

From these powerful forces CIA 
agents organized “deep penetration” 
and “long-range —_reconnaissance”’ 
teams. Air dropped or sometimes even 
airlanded on CIA-built dirt airstrips 
deep inside China, the ‘‘deep teams’ 
patrolled the Chinese provinces of 
Yunnan, Kwangsi and sometimes even 
Szechwan for weeks or months at a 
time, sending back a stream of CW 
wireless reports on special portable 
transmitters designed for this project. 
The team transmissions were moni- 
tored and copied at a string of power- 
ful wireless CIA listening posts erected 
at strategic points, or by CIA aircraft 
which flew up and down the length of 
the border collecting signals from ‘‘the 
Chinese side.” 

The secret war of espionage, sabo- 
tage and assassination waged by the 
CIA against the Chinese People’s Re- 
public for more than a decade may 
well have been the most significant sin- 
gle covert operation ever launched 
from Washington. Of course, it gave 
the Chinese government bloody con- 


niption fits: ‘“Mao might have been 
friendlier to us a lot sooner if it hadn't 
been for some of the raw stuff those 
cross-border units pulled,’’ WerBell 
said ruefully not long ago. But in Wash- 
ington the CIA’s deep-ranging para- 
war against “Red China” found power- 
ful and determined patrons. President 
Eisenhower and President Kennedy re- 
portedly both felt that these cross- 
border operations were crucial 
enough to warrant the risk of war; the 
feasibility of daring, wide-ranging pen- 
etrations proved that Communist 
China was rife with dissent—didn’t it? 
Billions of dollars were poured into 
protecting and maintaining the refu- 
gee Chiang Kai-shek government on 
the island of Formosa as a ‘‘combat- 
ready military presence” for wasn’t the 
Red Mao Tse-tung regime beset by 
troubles and on the verge of collapse? 
The simple and truthful answer to that 
question would have been, “No, Sir,’ 
for there were no anti-regime activities 
on the mainland of China, no resis- 
tance and no sabotage not staged and 
paid for by the C.I.A.; but sometime in 
the early Sixties the U.S. espionage bu- 
reaucracy stopped telling simple and 
truthful things to the White House, for 
truthful answers did not generate new 
appropriations, truthful answers got 
you nothing much except an oc- 
casional Boy Scout tingle. 

Early in the game, the hand of the in- 
telligence establishment was strength- 
ened by an unexpected and grave de- 
velopment. In mid-1960 deep-ranging 
recon teams began to bring back re- 
ports that near Lop Nor, hiddenina 
marshy, barren wasteland of the 
Northwest known as the Singkiang- 
Yughur Autonomous Region, the 
Chinese government had begun devel- 
oping its own atomic bomb. 

Now the C.I.A.’s tribal cross-border 
teams had a genuinely vital target: the 
nuclear center at Lop Nor. Long-range 
reconnaissance probes carried out by 
single, particularly nerveless opera- 
tives, brought back indications of rapid 
progress. In 1964 the alarm bell rang in 
earnest; on October 16th the Chinese 
exploded their first nuclear bomb at 
Lop Nor—a baby at 20 kilotons, but a 
full-fledged instrument of atomic war- 
fare. In May 1965, Lop Nor saw a sec- 
ond bomb test; this one had the po- 
tential of 40 kilotons. The baby was 
growing. In March 1966 a third nuclear 
test: this bomb rated at 200 kilotons. By 
June 1967 the despised ““Chicoms” as 


“Well, my dear, shall we start beating around the bush?” 
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There is evidence that when it began pondering the ways and 
means of turning the U.S. into a computerized police system, the 
Secret Team thought of. . . drugs. 


the CIA cable traffic designated them, 
were testing sophisticated 3-megaton 
thermonuclear devices mounted on 
medium-range ballistic missiles. 

The Sixties were fat, fast-flying years 
for Mitch. To catch a glimpse of him in 
that magic time—at, say his favorite 
Washington hotel, the Georgetown 
Inn—is to meet a star. It’s a cold, silvery 
February noon in 1969; WerBell has 
not quite arrived yet, but his forward 
satellites are beginning to fill the small, 
stiffly elegant lobby. A chauffeur lead- 
ing on a chain a huge wolfhound 
named Fritz; a groom pushing a cart 
loaded with four pieces of saddle-hide 
luggage custom-made by Madler’s of 
Hamburg; another bellboy handcarry- 
ing a silver-topped swordcane, an atta- 
che case bearing the gold monogram 
MLW III, and a elephantskin guncase; 
a slim, petite, cool-eyed blonde named 
R. whom WerBell may be dating be- 
cause of her: breathstopping Marlene 
Dietrich legs, or because like Mitch 
himself she was a valid TOP SECRET 
Clearance; and now here is WerBell 
carrying only an antique silver bottle 
caddy with two quarts of his private 
stock single-malt Scotch in its padded 
cylinder. 

He spots me with a cordial whoop 
(I’m here to interview him for the Lon- 
don Sunday Telegraph) but although 
our encounter is the result of a dozen 
long-distance calls, we still have trou- 
ble setting up a real meeting: ‘Lessee 
now—didya have a good flight down 
from New York?—I’m supposed to be 
having lunch with Fu Man-chu— 
should be there already, dammit, 
Adolis, don’t put the car in the garage 
—and after that | gotta be at Barney's 
place and then | ab-so-lu-tely must 
stop over at the cookie factory; | might 
be back by six. Maybe seven. Tell you 
what: dinner! We can talk then.” 

Dinner is at 10:30. I’m ready for that, 
aware that ‘Fu Man-chu”’ at lunch 
means General T’eng, the Chinese Na- 
tionalist intelligence chief in Washing- 
ton; ““Barney’s place”’ is the Pentagon, 
so designated in WerBellese because a 
lifelong friend, Col. Drexel ‘Barney’ 
Cochran, used to run the Air Comman- 
dos there, although he no longer does, 
and the “cookie factory” signals the 
CIA headquarters at Langley, a 25- 
minute limousine ride. As distinct from 
the “fudge factory’; that’s the State 
Department. The trouble is that there 
are seven people for dinner. | wanted a 
set of conversational singles, and the 
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Air Chief Marshal Dawee Chullasapya, C-in-C of 
Royal Thai Armed Forces, who served in war- 
time OSS with Mitch WerBell, tests silenced 
Ingram M-11 submachinegun. In rear, shirt- 
sleeves: WerBell, 


evening feels more like a spritzy game 
of waterpolo in a pool full of Scotch. 
Mitch is everywhere, shouting, pour- 
ing drinks, splashing happily, demand- 
ing the attention of everyone in the 
room as a simple matter of proper stag- 
ing; he is the perfect host at any party 
where the guests understand that they 
are only supporting players. These 
guests know who the star is. There is a 
quiet thin man in a stiff new suit who 
turns out to be a South Vietnamese po- 
lice general, a cadaverous American in 
a racket club blazer, introduced only as 
Chet, watchful under what in a less dis- 
tinguished setting, one would call pri- 
son pallor; the diplomatic corre- 
spondent of a national newsmagazine, 
three-quarters bombed and at peace 
with the world; the nephew of a 
famous Cuban bandit known in his 
heyday as EI! Tigre, and aClA officer 
looking tanned and tweedy and telling 
people disarmingly—his employer 
having been identified by Mitch with a 
broad wink—that he is only a “‘tech- 
nical wallah,”” whatever that means in 
these surroundings. 

The surroundings are full of deadly- 
looking weaponry. An attache case 
with an Ingram M-9 silenced sub- 
machinegun built into it( the trigger is 
under the handle) is gaping open on 
the big double bed, surrounded by 
boxes of special high-velocity ammuni- 
tion and rocket-firing handguns which 


load a miniaturized ballistic missile— 
noiseless, larger and far more deadly 
than the .45 cartridge, an expensively 
tooled special weapon for spies who 
may, On occasion, need to demolish a 
roomful of unfriendlies and then get 
away in their Maserati Mille Miglia 
without waking up the servants. 

In the salon of WerBell’s suite, a cus- 
tomized Beretta .38 and a French 
Unique .380 ACP sit on astriped silk 
French chair in their open cases. Work- 
aday common sense would envision 
these feral gadgets carefully locked 
away in some sort of steel enclosure; 
they lie here spreadeagled as indis- 
pensable parts of the setting—stage 
props for WerBell’s starring appear- 
ance as the Wizard of Whispering 
Death. 

There is always an obliging rube who 
plays the necessary ‘‘doubter” from 
the audience, and tonight it is Howard 
the magazine correspondent, who 
lurches over and examines the silenced 
weapons. The Unique is a beautiful 
gun, hand-fabricated at Hendaye for 
French generals. WerBell’s mechanics 
have extended the barrel and fitted it 
with a dull black, lethal-looking silenc- 
er. Howard picks it up and tries the 
weight: ““Jeezus Christ! This thing must 
be—five pounds! You mean to tell me 
it makes no noise?” 

“Ohhoho, is it silent? You wanna see 
if it’s silent?’ WerBell is in his element. 
He swivels, picks up the room phone. 
“A bottle of Glenlivet, please. This is 
301, as pronto as you can. . . yes. This 
is Mr. WerBell. Yes. No ice, no setups. 
Thank you.” He turns to the journalist: 
“If it is silent, you pay for that Scotch. 
Let’s see.” 

Deliberately, dramatically, as a hush 
falls over the room, WerBell takes the 
automatic from its case, digs around in 
one of the briefcases for the .380 Su- 
pervel ammo, leads the clip, then leans 
back and with a single quick pump 
rams a round in the chamber, cocks 
the hammer, releases the safety. 

Howard's face has lost its sirloin- 
solid self-assurance. “D’you think it’s 
safeinhere ... 2?” 

Holding the loaded gun upright in 
his left hand, the barrel pointing to the 
ceiling in classic marksman’s pose. 
WerBell pulls a gilt chair under the 
window, props a thick Washington 
phone book on it, then steps back five 
paces. 

Everyone is tense now. Except for R. 
who stretches her silky legs and pours 


The design and manufacturing operations involving assassination 
weapons and other murder devices must be moved to Costa Rica where 
financing and protection will be provided by a “deep cover” CIA 
conduit. . . none other than Robert Vesco. 


herself another tulip glass of Laurent- 
Perrier champagne—she has seen what 
is about to happen, seen it more than 
once—the guests watch Mitch uneasi- 
ly. Two minutes tick by in silence, an- 
other, then the knock comes: 

“Room service!” 

Click-phfft! Pop! Click-phfft! Pop! 
Mitch has fired two .380 slugs into the 
phone book, popping deep gashes in 
its cover. He triggers two more, then 
drops the automatic on a chair, pushes 
the front section of the Washington 
Post casually over it, opens the door. 

The room waiter, a young graduate 
student grom Ghana working his way 
through Georgetown University, 
stands there with the tray smiling bea- 
tifically. He cannot have heard any- 
thing unusual. 

“Come in, come in,” shouts WerBell 
breezily. “Sorry to keep you waiting— 
yes, put it right there—but when you 
knocked, | kinda jumped and pushed 
over the coffeetable. You must’ve 
heard the clatter, didn’t you?” 

“No sir, didn’t hear anything,” the 
waiter says, politely smiling. 

“Ahh, good, well, we picked it up 
anyhow before you came, no prob- 
lem,” Mitch reassures him earnestly. 
“You're a student, aren’t you?” 

“Yessir,” says the waiter. ‘‘Law stu- 
dent. Be finished next year.’”’ 

“Fine, here your are, | signed five 
bucks on the ticket for you, no, that’s 
all right, thank you,” WerBell smiles. 
“Thank you. And now,” turning to 
Howard as the waiter departs, still smil- 
ing, “Howard, you owe me thirty-one 
bucks. That’s with the tip.” 

During the Sixties, although the pub- 
lic was never allowed a peek, WerBell 
worked a revolution in hand-held gun- 
ery. Two of America’s most inventive 
firearms designers, Gordon Ingram 
and Max Atchisson came to work for 
him. Secret warfare demanded silent 
automatic weapons which were utterly 
accurate day or night, and WerBell’s 
genius rose to the occasion. He de- 
signed, full of inspiration, a sequence 
of accurized glass-bedded “sniper sys- 
tems,’’ rifles equipped with superb 
new silencers. The MAW-1, MAW-2 
and MAW-3 series were received by 
special-operations men with the en- 
thusiasm and admiration of sportscar 
buffs test-driving a new model 
Porsche. The M14SS-1 silencer, all of 
12.75 inches long, provided the Special 
Forces and the Air Commandos for the 
first time with a wholly silent long- 


Colonel Robert Bayard, shot to death mysterious- 
ly in Atlanta last July. 


range military rifle; customized for 
“special-mission, single-target’” work, 
equipped with automatic ranging tele- 
scope for daytime and the new Star- 
light scope for night shooting, this unit 
became known as the XM21 system. 
Such weapons, as Professor Truby la- 
conically notes in his 1972 study, ‘‘ac- 
counted for many enemy agents who 
are now dead without trial.” 

The trouble was that with the explo- 
sion of “special-mission” technology 
pioneered by WerBell and Washing- 
ton’s new permissiveness in the matter 
of assassination, a great many people 
were dead who were nothing like 
“enemy agents.’’ Executions without 
the benefit of legal debate grew into a 
casual practice among some elite units. 
When, in 1969, a public question did 
arise over the murder of a suspected 
“double agent’’ by American officers 
in Vietnam—was he really a “double?” 
No one knew for sure—millionaire au- 
thor Robin Moore, who had written a 
Vietnam bestseller, went on network 
TV to calm the public. Assassinations, 
Moore said, were common practice, 
not worth getting exercised about; he 
had himself, with his own best-selling 
pen hand, killed some suspicious types 
in the Far East, because when you 
spent time overseas with the boys, that 
sort of thing was expected of you. 

Was Moore’s performance just a 
brutal bit of book promotion? Not en- 
tirely. Stuart Loory, as good, conscien- 
tious and respected a newman as this 


country ever produced, writes a stun- 
ning Op-Ed piece for the New York 
Times, full of pain and moral revulsion, 
confirming that U.S. special-operations 
officers in Southeast Asia had begun 
ordering the murder of their own 
men; if the ground situation made the 
“exfiltration’’ of a recon team ora 
cross-border detachment difficult, the 
helicopter which flew out to meet 
them at the LZ, (the pre-arranged spot 
where the team awaited its aerial pick- 
up), opened up with its guns and killed 
every one of the exhausted operatives 
who could neither be safely airlifted 
back to base, nor be permitted to 
straggle around in-no-man’s-land 
where the “hostiles” might grab them. 

Murder, at first reluctantly adopted 
by Washington's crisis managers as an 
extreme contingency measure against 
a few foreign super-baddies, was com- 
ing home to America as an everyday 
bureaucratic instrument. 

Now the business stakes run at many 
millions of dollars, WerBell travels cea- 
selessly, luxury suite to luxury suite: 
Bangkok, Buenos Aires, Los Angeles, 
Athens. He is elected Chairman of the 
Board and chief executive officer of 
Military Armaments Corporation, and 
observes the event by ordering his new 
office suite carpeted in white bearskin 
wall to wall. It is done. His executive 
aides are senior special-operations ex- 
officers: Colonel McWhinnie, Colonel 
Bayard, Colonel Routhier. At the Wer- 
Bell country estate in Powder Springs, a 
soignee exurb twenty miles north of 
Atlanta, there is the coming and going 
of guests in chauffeur-driven limou- 
sines: Vietnamese generals, Thai 
princes, Middle Eastern arms buyers, 
well-tailored Greeks whose exact iden- 
tity is purposely left vague. 

Such spectacular success seldom 
goes unnoticed; among insiders in 
Washington, New York and out on the 
West Coast there are hot rumors of 
rightwing billionaires hiding behind 
WerBell’s corporate fronts, spending 
money recklessly to build up a secret 
power center for seizing control of 
America much as the warmongering 
baddies try to do it in Seven Days in 
May. But what Mitch brought to the 
new technology of silent-kill warfare 
was not the arid sectarianism of poli- 
tics. Conservative beliefs and liberal 
principles both melted in the heated 
excitement of extravagant profits boil- 
ing from newly created military mar- 
kets, worldwide markets which cla- 

Continued on page 82 
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GIRLS WHO LIKE BOYS WHO LIKE BOYS BY JOHN ROEMER AND JOHN VATER 
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To misquote Harry Truman, the fuck stops here. At least 
that’s what they try to tell you, these sleek, fine, liberated 
ladies who find it fashionable lately to hang out in the gay 
demimonde. They yawn that sex just isn’t very . . . impor- 
tant between them and their new pals in this friendly new 
frontier where an unescorted woman is just one of the 
boys. Truman wouldn't like it. It’s either another on-ramp 
along the freeway to apocalypse or—according to some of 
the ladies we’ve recently checked with—it’s nice. ‘‘A little 
decadent maybe, but nice,” confirms Larue, who's not a 
stewardess, thank you, that’s sexist. She’s a ‘flight atten- 
dant,” and she says she can use a little nice, a little peace 
and quiet after hassling a plane full of ass-grabbers. “So | go 
to gay bars. You get treated like a human, you never get 
hustled, and gay guys are so interesting. We talk the same 
language. We share our problems. We... relate.” 

Well. Larue is tall and cool and discreetly devastating in 
the stylish outfits she picks up in Paris and Rome. Some- 
times she wears double-breasted navy pinstripes and a fe- 
dora and ropes of jewelry and an unbuttoned shirt, very 
tailored, but you’d never take her for anything but an auth- 
entic fox. She’s a full-time turnon, whereas—well, frankly, 
heterosexual women on the gay male scene have here- 
tofore come off as the erotic equivalent of eunuchs in a 
harem. They've historically served gays as submissive play- 
things, as pets, as bizarre decoration. Hetero men dismissed 
them with epithets—they were fag hags, fruit flies, queen 
bees, or some kind of latent lesbo dykes. They were fat, 
they wore sweatshirts, they looked like karate chops. But 
nothing is simple down here at gritty ground level on the 
shifting sexual sands. It’s true that the prototypal fag hag 


still exists, a failed femme, a straight-world reject under the 
Bette Midler banner. She’s outrageous, she’s antic—but 
she’s a little passé in the sophisticated salons and saloons on 
the chic gay network spanning Amsterdam, New York, and, 
preéminently, San Francisco. 

To replace her, there’s a new breed of free lady who 
loves men but hates machismo. She finds an intriguing 
compromise in the homosexual world. We call her a fag 
fox, because she’s smashingly lovely, staunchly heterosex- 
ual, and provocative in ways undreamt of by yesterday’s 
femme fatales. 

We call her a fag fox—but who the hell are we? As a dual- 
byline sex recon squad, we’re just a couple of johns asking 
embarrassing questions of total strangers. Together we are 
equipped with various felt-tips, ball-points, notebooks and 
libidinous leanings. Plus curiosity. So when we suddenly 
noticed that around San Francisco, gay-straight relations 
were weirder than usual, we were intrigued. 

For starters, there was this couple sitting behind us one 
day on the bus. She was kindly explaining how come he was 
getting no place with her. It was because she only likes gay 
guys and limits her sex to an occasional tumble with one of 
their bisexual boyfriends. Hmm. Then the stodgy San Fran- 
cisco Examiner ran this very knowing front-page piece on 
how hip it is for single girls in the Bay Area to have male 
roommates. “Living together without sex—it’s a growing 
trend,” shrilled a wide-eyed headline. Hmmmm. But hold 
it. That same day, a friend of ours revealed that the story 
was a Classic journalistic pratfall, since it missed the whole 
point, which was that these newfangled shack jobs usually 
involve gay guys, who make perfect roommates. As Mr. Na- 
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“| found a malicious joy in turning straight guys on to 
what no nice girl would do for them, then passing them on 


to my hot, gay roommate.” 


tural sometimes puts it, Ho Lee Shit. 

But he was right. We began to notice 
the roommate-wanted three-by-fives 
in laundromats, the community snif- 
fing-posts in San Francisco’s residential 
neighborhoods. Two mellow vege- 
tarian Libra ladies seek third girl or gay 
—no dogs, kids, Scorpios or straight 
males please. We searched onward. 
Eventually our quest for the meaning 
of this recondite pheenom would lead 
us to the very altar of Diana, the High 
Priestess of Androgyny—but we began 
in the somewhat less exotic precincts 
of afriendly gay bar called Hamburger 
Mary’s. 

We leg into the place one quiet 
Thursday night and look around. A 
thin crowd of males, plain and fancy. A 
long bar, sawdust on the floor, a pool 
table, good stereo. And, eureka: two 
ladies. One is a stunning black in 
Twenties beads and fringe. We in- 
troduce ourselves, and point out that 
she’s obviously got class. She flashes a 
wicked grin and tells us her name is 
Chastity. ‘‘And if | got it, | got class 
from the gays, honey. I’m from D.C., 
and it was the drag queens hanging 
around DuPont Circle with the whole 
rest of the third world—the blacks, the 
Puerto Ricans, the hippies, the mug- 
gers—you know, it was all an educa- 
tion, but it was the gays who taught me 
how to wear my hair and select a ward- 
robe and put on my face. Those 
queens taught me how to be a lady. 
And it worked. That awkward little 
black girl on DuPont Circle became a 
lady.” 

Chastity says she graduated from the 
DuPont Circle charm school at 16 
when she scored an honest-to-god 
French commercial attache with whom 
she went off to live in New York. A 
precocious mistress, she checked out 
Warhol glitter and promoted a trip to 
Amsterdam, where she hung out in 
that city’s extensive community of 
European gays. Eventually she sought 
out the gay supermecca, the San Fran- 
cisco Boy Area. 

Chastity encompasses the bar with a 
sweep of a bejeweled arm. ‘‘Look at 
them,”’ she says proudly. “Aren’t they 
beautiful?”’ It’s still early, but nowa 
dozen or so males are boogying across 
the sawdust with three flashy ladies 
and two look-alike drag persons. We 
cautiously mention fag hags. Chastity 
doesn’t like the term, and we nearly 
blow our rapport. We hastily suggest 
that the best way to defang an epithet 
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is to use it facetiously. We try out our 
new phrase. Chastity decides that “fag 
fox” isn’t quite so insulting, but she still 
loyally objects to ‘‘fag.”’ 

“There are some fags around here,” 
she says darkly, “but limp wrists aren’t 
my type.’’ Dare we ask: what about 
sex? Instantly suspicious of our 
prurient interest, Chastity haughtily 
demands, ‘‘What do you want me to 
tell you, that | use a dildo on them? 
Well, | don’t!” 

More customers arrive and Chastity 
leaves us, ambiguously. She moves 
away past a guy who might be a male 
model, her left hand slipping down to 
trail lightly over his tight, denim ass. He 
smiles. 

We approach the gorgeous lady with 
the long black tresses falling forward 
over the pool table as she pockets the 
nine ball. Her name is Deborah and 
she’s from Cardiff, Wales. We buy her a 
glass of wine. ‘Gays? They’re friendly 
and intelligent and they never hit on 
me,’’ Deborah enthuses, but cooly. 
She's a little dubious about the inten- 
tions of a straight writer here; her an- 
tennae have homed in on a little 
friendly lust. Deborah’s shy of strange 
men because she’s married to a jealous 
Arab. ‘‘He’d never let me go to a 
straight bar by myself,” she tells us. “1 
come here with my girlfriend Linda 
and her gay roommates.”” Of course: 
this is her seraglio. 

Bemused, we exit. Later, Larue cau- 
tions us about buying drinks for fag 
foxes. “Don’t do it if you’re trying to 
blend in,” she advises. “The only guys 
who buy me drinks in gay bars are guys 
who think I’m a man in drag.” 

Outside Hamburger Mary’s front 
door it’s dark on dread Folsom Street. 
For years, Folsom has passed by day as 
a warehouse and industrial district, dis- 
tinguished largely by grime. But by 
night, Folsom emerges from the closet 
and turns on the neon at a bizarre col- 
lection of SM bars. The street shares its 
name with a famous prison, and that 
fits nicely with the hard-ass fantasies of 
leather boys in iron spiked slave- 
collars with chains slung off their 
shoulders like steel epaulets. They 
screech up to the curb on huge motor- 
cycles, Hells Angel-style, and stomp 
into joints like the Stud, the Ramrod, 
the End Up, and the Boot Camp, where 
regular weekend features include 
jock-strap dance contests, big-basket 
awards, and slave auctions. Hamburger 
Mary’s is an oasis for nice guys in a de- 


sert of deviate desire, a place where 
feather boas replace brass knuckles, 
and if you see a black eye it’s mascara. 
“Christ, keep those crazy SM guys 
away from me,” Larue says. “If | dug 
dominance I'd go to asingles bar.” 
Folsom Street appeals only to the 
truly hard core fag fox, the sort who's 
so far into it that she starts pulling ul- 
timate tests, like sneaking into a gay 
bathhouse or like marrying a gay, the 
heaviest number of all, because, re- 
member: these ladies do dig sex. And 
in fact, most of them aren’t too far 
away from cedar hope chests, showers, 
the matron of honor, the whole bit. 
“There was a girl like that who used 
to work here,’’ a Hamburger Mary’s 
regular recalled. ‘She always had one 
gay guy or another in tow. And damn if 
she didn’t finally snag one. She wanted 
a cozy nest that nestles where the roses 
bloom, and | think he could get a loan 
or a job if he got married. They had the 
wedding right here in the bar. It was 
sort of nice—but it was also weird be- 
cause all their suburban parents and 
uncles and little ones were here and 
the flower girls weren’t girls at all. Of 
course it didn’t last. He was back on 
the scene in a week, cruising. Then she 
came back in and asked for her job 
back, which she got, and in no time, 
honey, she has another friend. As gay 
as her husband, buta little more butch, 
sort of a leather type out of the SM 
scene—and together, they were just 
too outrageous. This guy was poking at 
her all the time, in the kitchen standing 
up or laying across a counter or bang- 
ing the wall of the broom closet from 
inside. If he screwed her once, he 
screwed her 18 times a day. One time 
he bent her over a barstool with cust- 
omers all around. Then she got preg- 
nant and the guy instantly split. Fini. 
But then, total soap opera, he showed 
up at the hospital the night she had the 
baby, the proudest papa in the waiting 
room. He was in here with cigars the 
next night, which nobody smokes, and 
probably hustling his old boyfriends.” 
Heavy. And so was the bathhouse 
story we heard from Andrea, who told 
about disguising her slender bod in 
denims and hiding her blond hair un- 
der a cap to sneak into the men-only 
Ritch Street Health Club. ‘Health, ha,’’ 
says Andrea. Clad in only a hip-slung 
towel, she explored the club’s elabor- 
ate multi-level decadence: the saunas, 
the steam baths, the jacuzzi, the grope 
rooms, the orgy lounge, the roof co- 
Continued on page 94 
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ovely Concepcién, immaculate in 
her white stockings (and not much 
else), hails from somewhere in Latin 
America. Just where, she’s not say- 
ing. 

“Thee boys back home,”’ says Con- 
cepcion, “they alla time want to play 
weeth mai Antilles. Ai say fock that. 
Ai come to America, show what ai 
gots to beeg producer, let him make 
movie star of Concepcién. You laik 
mai teets, hey?” After some typically 
unfortunate experiences with sailors 
and cab-drivers (“Ai din’t know that 
lettle “$’ on thee meter stand for dol- 
lars; cabbie say that’s ‘S’ for ‘sock,’ 
ai don’ speak so good for Eenglish, 
ai say hokay’’), she settled in New 
York’s picturesque South Bronx. 
There, her initial step to stardom was 
to find employment at Miss Clara’s 
Massage Parlor and Rap Center. Con- 
cepcién grows starry-eyed at the 
memory of her first experiences in the 
Land of Opportunity. “Sheeit, ai 
never know you get mawney for do- 
ing dot!” 

With her first year’s earnings, our 
diligent Latin bombshell bought into 
an East Side condominium. It’s not 
all so much closer to Hollywood, but 
it’s a better HQ from which to mount 
her assaults on directors, producers, 
busboys, and anyone else with sus- 
pected filmic connections. ‘No sweat, 
beeg boy, mai time gonna come,’ 
she says brashly. It’s a good bet that 
between now and then, so will a lot 
of people. 
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as a collector of life!—is it all too much 
with our mythic shymthic America the 
big steamin maggot at the top o’ the 
world heap? 

No, | gotsta chug my way thru it just 
as you do, | rilly don’t give a sweet turd 
if we’re written off as a society by Uni- 
versity of the Streets wiseguys, | wants 
to live and have you all live too! | 
wanta write about lie-uvs, yours & 
mine, make a compact, hey I’d like to 
marry us just in these sentences!— 
how’s that for nerve?—make some 
sorta love even out of all our Jessie 
James desperado loneness, this page is 
really all the world we have t’gether 
and if America is shit with piss dressing 
then you & | are heading for divorce! 
I'll have no wife, no hubby, no theme, 
no you & me, nought to say with my 
brain apparently a compulsive yenta, | 
need you to make tomorrow, babes! 
Did you know that, how a writer, 
chanter, unorthodox cantor, man, 
Older Man (tonite at midnight’s my 
birthday—heavy numbers!) hangs in 
like Demon Willie the Philadelphia 
Philly just to swinga that bat? | mean I'll 
pitch America just to live myself! I'll 


asskiss Nixon just to write down the 
taste! But this rap, these words, hell 
they’re not writin to me as we/me nor- 
mally know it; they’re the beata my 
head, bongo, my daily necess, hardly 
any sleep last night, maybe four hours 
lurching from dream to dream and 
now in slugged-out torpor | your guy 
keep filling up this space to keep my 
hands from shakin, that’s yet to come, 
pal-sy palsy, sweet age has these pres- 
ents for us, but now today this is my 
hangover fuel and | gotta keep this life- 
line movin! | must “Go!” just as Johnny 
Clellon Holmes titled that first Beat 
novel of his, ““Go!”’, so simple and so 
beautiful, ‘“Go!’”” there must be some 
deep life-troof in jus goin that | never 
knew before | picked up on this speed, 
this statement, this documented docu- 
ment, and now I’m doing it too! Yes, 
I'll tell you straight | was always too 
damn proud to admit any furrin in- 
fluences like Johnny Holmes’s “Go!” 
or Jackie Kerouac’s rolling it out on 50 
feet of Western Union paper nonstop 
and now I’m going and rolling at the 
same time! I’m admitting every in- 
fluence in the Wide Wide World if it'll 
keep me moving, keep you grooving 
with my moving, keep the compact, 
keep the peace between us! 


SWANK 


Yet I’m about as violent a peacenik 
as you’ve ever met, just like you, at 
least you older meat-eaters like me, 


not you wheat-germ self-sufficiency 
kids, but you blooded meat-eaters who 
still have consciences like mine, we 
grew up on murder over here, didn’t 
we?, and we loved it like the flag with- 
out realizing the implicatios! Oh pea- 
ceniks who swung on murder, Quaker- 
types who wanted blood, talk ‘bout 
your paradoxes, isn’t that the name of 
our tribe, Mr. & Mrs. Paradox? You gals 
didn’t haveta fistfight when you were 
kids, | think that’s why men, ‘merican 
men, are so hung on murder, put fear 
in the other man, bul-ly, intimidate, all 
them man-things that each man lis- 
senin knows under his scar-tissue, 
those kid-defeats of shame and pride 
that are never cast off! Remember 
Mailer testifying, just like some sinner 
out of Aimee Semple McPherson, tes- 
tifyin that he had been a “coward” as a 
youth—non-physical, at least non-fisty 
—and then almost like G.B. Shaw down 
at the London docks 70 years ago talkin 
straight to the dockers, ‘‘Karl Marx 
made a man of me” G.B. later said 
‘bout talking hairy mano a mano on 
the Cheapside docks, well Norman be- 
came a fighter by an act almost of will 
in just about the same way! Of course 
there was probably the added stink of 
Jewish yellowstreak involved, you 
know that streetkid taunt that runs thru 
a hundred big-city novels, plays, of the 
’30s, ‘40s, but here he went and took 
those Harvard curls into the gutter and 
became a hastypudding Battling Le- 
vinsky; Norman is self-made as we all 
are, | guess, but more so, especially in- 
sofar as flying the oil-rigger fists goes! 


Hell, | recall Provincetown ‘59 with 
Male just met—Nancy Macdonald in- 
troduced us at the gas station, Norman 
thunderbirding it up from NYC—and 
he balled his self-made fists up and 
down at the eatery and said he 
couldn’t get started on a book unless 


he had a fight, lookin right in my eye 
with a crazee twinkle, and | felt the old 
‘merican feardrenalin shooting up my 
vein, a fix from Boy’s Life, old dead ma- 
gazine but true title of our lives to this 
very day!, and looked over his head 
and muttered my way out of it. 

Years later up in Conn. when 
Chandler B. did his weekend he told 
me Norman wanted to do it bare-fisted 
out in the backyard and he, too, my 
tough drunk-rolling bud from Wash- 
ington DC backed off, but my only rea- 
son for such history is to show you that 
the fist was our prick in those early 
‘merican days, no news but it was truly 
fist-dick sex-fight, and now in the mid- 
‘70s street-day of the gun, knife, weap- 
onry, it all seems oldfashioned laffable 
stuff, four leetle knuckles on the right 
hand voisus the world, but fighting ran 
thru my life to this very day to defend 
my spirit! | was never good at it, never 
really fought until my mid-30s and got 
dropt 12 times in front of the old Ri- 
viera on 7th Ave. & Sheridan Sq., got 
the St. Vincent's X-ray treatment like all 
us Village fighters, was pronounced 
OK but face smeared up with yellow- 


journalism blood which drew proud- 
making stares; then the next one three 
months later—with a mountain-climb- 
ing type uptown on 55th St. battling 
like animals the length of the block as 
partyin intellectuals chose sides and 
cheered us on—and ended up again in 
SaintVince for a broken hand and 
Chandler slept in the bed next to me 
that night to slip me the morphine 
when | whimpud, broken hand or not 
both of us self-conscious ‘bout sleep- 
ing side by side! Oh how | loved him 
once, Chandler and |, Huck and Tom 
in the postwar Village, how we both 
thought we would just slay ‘merican 
life, using truth to make gold and 
gravy, frame and fuckeroo, and now 
Chan has been incommunicado from 
me for near 10 years—you can you 
‘bleeve it, dear hearts?—and | too pace 
the world a separate joe like all my ato- 
mized generation and watch the new 
American fighters (some of ‘em 
women) using the same sidewalks we 
once used in a more violent way, yeah, 
lackaday, whack-a-way! 

Listen compadres: | don’t care what 
new ideas you ponder on, what new 
drugs promise peace and pussycat 
ease, new gentle ethics herald Men Of 
Love and Not Of Hate, how the fight, 


the fist, the brute courage and the 
poppin fear was such an overwhelming 
part of our ‘merican trip to defeat and 


red meat! | just can’t stop with it, the 
stories tumble in, Pete the Hamill bein 
tossed thru a NewYear’s eve window at 
the Reno Bar at 11th St. & Second Ave. 
by my local ginzo tougheroos, Irish 
fistfightin all the way as he flew thru 
the plate glass and ending up at Roose- 
velt Hosp. with a wired jaw; poet David 
Posner beating down on Greg Corso 
until Gregory begged up at Buffalo or 
Rochester—my god, man, what did 
you do, say, for that story to travel the 
wire back?—and even John (Travis 
McGee) D. MacD. writin me that crisp 
note from Sarasota about dead Tom 
Chamales, hell they went out and cele- 
brated when they heard the news of 
his burning in a fire from LA; dead 
Tom terrorizing the other writers in 
that arty town with his OSS-trained 
killer dukes, didn’t he beat up MacKin- 
lay Kantor? Didn’t Hemingway beat up 
Wallace Stevens in Key West? Didn’t 
Chandler knock down Nate and Nate 
wouldn’t fight back? Didn’t Lawrence 
Tierny thud fists into Jim Grady’s belly 
in the closet when Schloss was sleeping 
in the living-room until Jim took back 
whatever it was he said? Didn’t Bob Di 
Niro (not the kid moviestar but my 
friend Bob the painter, his dad) belt 
me down to the floor in 46 for sayin he 
had done a fag painting, didn’t Harry 
Roskolenko, half a foot shorter, score 
dynamite off my jaw that put me on my 
ass looking up after | said something 
about him putting it to my ex-wife 
Eleanor? 

And yet, y’know, | look at my skinny 
wrists and Chopin-like hands (they 
once actually matched a plastercast of 
Chope’s hand collected by a hand-sur- 
geon out in lowa City), | literally with 
beatin heart laid my hand on top of his 
with not a fraction of over- or underlap 
on any side, and see the entire story of 
this country in that very piece of un- 
dersized bone and flesh! Yes, the en- 
tire goddamn story, and you might too 
if you wait a sec before thinkin I’m 
being theatrical as Mike Todd when he 
gave Liz that Broadway rock! What | 
mean is that a sensitive hand, a refined 
hand, a beautiful hand over here for a 
guy was a weak hand—there, it’s out, 
just that bluntly—and if you think that’s 
his hangup alone you’re wrong, wrong, 
it ran thru the cuntry, thru the mind 


of the cuntry, thru the malemind of 
the cuntry like a storm, a signal! Sen- 
sitive is weak! Sensitive gets you kilt! 
Don’t mean to sound like a Chopin 
martyrman, it wasn’t, isn’t, that pathe- 
tique, even | know that, but I’d be lyin 
in my Manny Gottlieb-fixed teeth if | 
didn’t say that the fear of being beaten 
up ran like a wildfire thru the boys of 
summer 40 years ago, | don’t care what 
the ethnic striperoo! True, true, we 
lives in more fearhere than people any- 
wheres on the ole planet; and the fear 
we fear is not the fear of enemy planes; 
divebombers; not the fear of geno- 
cide; not the fear of another total 30s 
Depression and Army takeover; not 
even the fear of Fascist-smashist black- 
shirters that ignites my lefty friends; no 
the fear we fear is fear of bein’ badly 
beaten up, disgraced on the street, put 
down at a party, fear of the mirror— 


cae 
that our face and hair won't stand up to 
scrutiny?—fear of not being a movie- 
star, fear of not gettin’ our own TV 


show, skeered shitless! | think we have 
more fear per square inch, more 
unique fear per square inch, than has 


ever been feared before, just because 
we have so much roof over our head, 
so much insulation from the bum ma- 
terial anemia that’s kept three-quarters 
of the resta the globe on the run! 

Oh we’ve had time to cultivate our 
fears, indeedy yes, you think ‘merica is 
still a land of backslappin extrojerks 
and all the rest of the.mencken/sin- 
clairlewis types? Well | don’t. | think 
that behind every boosterbabbittclub- 
woman facade worms a psyche that 
would make your bald-haided hairs 
stand up in disbelief, | ‘bleeve we have 
a marriage you & | of fear—our love 
will have to wait—of just about every- 
thing in this land! We are the noisiest. 
fearfighters on this earth ‘cause we 
know it so well, every friend is a poten- 
tial foe let alone yonder stranger, and 
the reason—I’m just reasonin aloud to 
you, don’t think | think it’s manna from 


” You're not getting paid to make moral 
decision, Baily! If the kid wants a blow-job, 


you give it to him! 
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the top of Bear Mt., believe me!—is 
that we are the final test-tubey result 
headwise of the great democratic exp- 
pearment, believe me that flavor lasts! 
Each is a world in ourselves, dat legacy 
of freedom, but the other legacy is 
fear, wonder, mental virginity, we’re 
always 13 and the junior prom’s comin 
up next week—oh shit, what should | 
wear?—our world is always fresh and 
haunted! 

We never knew that fear would be 
our Numero Uno fate, thought it was 
always our own private dinky little 
swamp, but from what I’ve seen and 
heard—oh check me out, send me 
messages, ESPs if you think I’m wrong! 
—it’s nationwide, like they say, the 
GNP, but fine and blood-chilling prod- 
uct rather than gross, the leer of fear is 
part’nparcel of our patriotic package! 
Always futuring it, never really there, 
always a neck ahead and an ass behind, 
living in that well-known American 
trance of anticipation, full of tingle, 
with fear of failure and even fear of 


success ridin the rails of our nerves 
full-tilt! Fear of putting on black boots 
instead of brown! Fear of itching, fear 
of lumps, fear of going crazy, fear of 
the market, fear of Rent Control goin’ 
out of business! Fear of big fists if 
you’re men, fear of small boobs if 
you’re women! Oh | was born into 
fear, just as you were I'd take a guess, 
and if you can take the dirty truth it’s 
the story of our lives! And this rap I’m 
layin on you is not my life alone, that 
was never my intention, | saltanpepper 
these sentences with the sweatprints of 
my days only to make a correspon- 
dence with you, only to anchor if | can 
the bridge between us, only to bring 
proof out of my stained but good- 
leather wallet, not to inflict myself on 
you without your sharin part of my 
head as | share yours! 

Ah dares you to say that any of this is 
totally alien music to you; don’t care if 
you’re a Johnny Bircher or a Scientolo- 
gist, these lines are yours as much as 
mine! It’s all over for me if they are 
not, I’d total out tomorrow if | thought 
—no | wouldn’t either, I’d keep doin’ 
my thing, it just occurred to me | 
would, | would, fuck y’all if you think 
it’s Joosh Billy Graham (I can still get 
paranoid with the best of ’em), I'll 
keep playin this song till they put 
snakes in my harmonica! Yes, but I’ve 
gone down to the bottom of faith this 


SWANK 


weekend, May 11, don’t know how 
long this kid can bounce back, don’t 
know any longer if this kid really has it, 


every conceivable dream is bound up 
in these somehow pedestrian words 
that’re travelin your eye along, every 
American dream | ever had is in this 
clause, yeah now | feel better, dig it, 
right in the same breath as | felt shit! 
But ain’t that our breed, too, change in 
the winkling of an eye, hot and cold, 
sad and sappy, all too finely, perversely 
calibrated for ordinary nets to catch? 
Isn’t that our distinct mercurial trade- 
mark over heah or is it universal? But 
my contention all thru this hot-sauce 
sermonette is that right now and never 
again American is a new kind of gaudy 
Universal, we're it, god forbit, right 
now! One last gaspbefore we fall down 
the stairs of history and crrrash ina 
heap at the bottom like a Bowery bum? 
Hey, is this our last big moment??? 

No, | know life ain’t like that, de- 
teriation sets in rather than just being 
offed, yet ‘twould almost seem fittin if 
we did explode away when we were no 
longer viable as a cuntry, no longer 
makin singers and doers, no longer 
trumpeting out that ongoing jazz— 
“and now it’s time for a Cutty’”—were 


NY 


finally and conclusively banged up into 
smithereens by all that lusting techno- 
logy we have nested up for megaton 
death! So long, Amerique! Ah, but | 
really can’t ‘bleeve it anymore than | 
think you can! Let the rest of the 
human race put the boots to the 
cuntry, let’s live defensively for a 
change, O’K., but let’s be honest to 
what we've lived, ‘twill never come 
again! Am | wastin your time with cele- 
bration, slop’nsentiment like a mixture 
of an American Legion goon and Edgar 
Guest, po little first generation im- 
migrant’s son that | am already elegiz- 
ing the end of the affair? How weird! 
Think on it, folkses, we've hardly got- 
ten started when we’re already written 
off in many people’s eyes, some of 


them our own! Think on it even more 
pussonally, hardly gotten started in our 
own bags with so much to do and be in 
this expanded day’nage when the cur- 
tain clunks (Anne Hemenway hovering 
‘tween yes and no in St. Vincent's as | 
write, all you black humorists gather 
round, they punctured a lung while 
massaging her chest after cardiac ar- 
rest) and you’re erased! Don’t mean 
t’be blue right here, not my pernt, let a 
greater blueness than blue come later, 
let every shade of boohoohoo come 
later, not mine, not yours, the nature 
of the beast sotaspeak, but right here 
I'm just speakin wonder to you, ‘meri- 
can wonder, just that we’re all such 
shiny chillen in life until we’re 60 or so 
and then the rug is pulled from under 
and we’re dumped into eternity! 

I’m croonin it to you, how can this 
be it for us? To die without sense or 
reason for our America, | mean not to 
understand our America, | mean to 
leave it like this full of chaos and high- 
prices and misunderstanding on every 


corner? | won’t accept it and if you’re 
my friend you won’t either! It wasn’t 
meant to be like this for us! Hang on, | 
know we’re not biologically different 
from other pipples; | know we die here 
too, even with our fancy pulmotors, 
our dashin Blue Cross/Blue Shield, our 
speedy ambulances (speedy?), and so- 
on-and-so-forth as the good Lord 
Buckley sayeth, but we’re different up- 
stairs if not down, that’s a fact in front! 
We're different in the Head, why this is 
the Land of Dreeaams! All this shame- 
ful boyishness and girlishness you read 
about, all this perpetual adolescence 
stuff, all these good-sense criticisms of 
the ungrownupness of you & me, why 
that’s just the foundation for it's bein’ 
the Land of Dreams! The land of 
space’nspread, the land of the tallest 
‘scrapers in the whitest capped teeth, 
such a land—such a land in our heads 
—can’t be deserted by us unfulfilled! 
Too much was offered, the motorcar 
and the airplane, the GE toaster and 
the Bell-Howell rocket, too much Indy- 
500 speed, too much oil-purrin sound, 
it shot such wonder in our mainvein 
that to toddle off in the midst of such 
raw riches seems kriminal, a cosmic 
cocktease, no, it’s wrong for ‘meri- 
canos to die ignorant of what they 
possess! 


We should not die—now hear my 
Continued on page 80 
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THE HUMOR AND SELF-PROMOTION MAGAZINE 


OKAY. SO NOW 
YOU KNOW WHY I 
CROSSED THE ROAD! 


EI DEORIA 


Well, here we are again. An- 
other month, another issue of 
National Poontang, jammed to 
the metaphorical gills with fart 
jokes, poop jokes, tit jokes, crip- 
ple jokes, Negro jokes, Jew 
jokes and all sorts of ads for Na- 
tional Poontang merchandise, 
which you should send away for 
immediately, unless maybe you 
think the economy is going to 
get better by itself. 

And what an issue it is, too! 
Or was going to be, anyway. We 
had a real stellar lineup of goo- 
dies, a regular Summa Theolo- 
giae of humor for all of you out 
there. We’d scheduled Bill and 
Emily Harris’ favorite jokes, 
Richard Nixon’s parody of the 
U.S. Constitution, an inside 
view of Lucille Ball, a peachy 
takeoff on kids’ books called 
The Bobbsey Twins on Metha- 
done Maintenance, a real funny 
photo feature about cottage 
cheese, the hot parts of Memoirs 
of Hecate County in Braille... 
but we’re not going to run any of 
it. A lot of things happened be- 
tween planning and execution 
this month. Dick Nixon refused 
to release his Constitution 
parody to the public, the Bobb- 


sey twins od’d, cottage cheese 
prices went through the roof, 
and Guest Editor Squeaky 
Fromme became suddenly una- 
vailable. Well, Man proposes, 
God disposes, as they say. Or 
... how about, “The best-laid 
plans of mice and men gang aft 
agley’’? Or, as Vice President 
Rockefeller recently remarked, 
““Goddammit! Squeeze, don’t 
pull!” 

Anyway, what you get instead 
of our projected super issue is 
this, which is to say, the same 
old shit. It’s not quite as funny 
as what we had planned, but we 
think it’s still might-tee fine, and 
you should be grateful to have it 
in your sticky little palms while 
it’s still only a dollar, which it 
won't be for much longer. 

Actually, if anything, all of 
you sitting out there, jerking off 
in your frat houses at Purdue 
and Sul Ross State, are probably 
wondering just how we manage 
to be so consistently, devastat- 
ingly funny month after month. 
Well, first off, the process is im- 
possible to understand . . . unless 
you went to a certain university 
in Massachusetts, which we 
won't bother to name. (Hint: 
Lux et veritas -Lux et =?) We 
know you appreciate the way we 
make you laugh with each issue, 
and we just want you to know 


that it’s not easy! As every 
funny person from Lenny Bruce 
to W.C. Fields to Caligula can 
tell you (or could have, except 
that they’re dead), there’s a Jot 
of anguish involved in the jocu- 
larizing process. When each 
issue “‘goes to bed” (magazine 
talk) near the end of the month, 
our editors, worn beyond human 
capacity by a month of unre- 
lieved buffoonery, are often af- 
flicted by cold sweats. Mi- 
graines. Dropsy. King’s Evil. 
Involuntary salivation. The 
strain of bringing a little mirth 
into your seedy lives is incredi- 
ble, the pharmaceutical bills are 
huge, the analysts’ fees are as- 
tronomical. All of which ex- 
plains why we hope you won't 
notice our fourth price increase 
in eight months, a record that 
rivals those of the oil companies 
we're always making jokes 
about. 


BP; 


Editor: Ben Pesta Art Director: Lester Goodman 


Star Photographer: Phil Koenig 
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I really go apeshit over Foto Funnies, 
especially that girl with the enormous ba- 
zooms who prances around for five or six 
panels and then makes a joke. But, listen, 
I’ve got a bitchen idea. Why don’t you do 
a few Foto Funnies with amputees? Hey, 
no foolin’, you could have a naked girl 
with no legs, maybe have her wheel a- 
round on a skateboard or something and 
then crack wise in the very last panel. Be- 
lieve it, a lot of us guys out here would 
really like to see that! 

Bob Guccione, 
Palermo, Sicily 


Sirs: 
Mmnf-girb-gloop-fffhghn-grbbl-mm- 
mf-mmmf-mmmf-GLURG! Ahhhhhhh, 
Linda Lovelace 
Story of, O. 


Sirs: 

I read that piece about Steve and me, 
and it was full of shit except on one 
point: you really are my favorite maga- 
zine! Honest! Commentary is in second 
place. 

XOXOXOXO, 
Patty Hearst, 
U.S. Correctional Facility (Ibiza) 


Sirs: 
Mine too! 
Marion Davies, 
Rosebud, Mich. 
Sirs: 


How come you never call me an ass- 
hole anymore? Am I so soon forgotten? 
Outtasight, outtamind, izzat it? I haven’t 
shown up in your stinkin’ “Letters” col- 
umn for months, and my agent is getting 
a peptic ulcer over it. J’/] bet you won't 
dare to print this! (That gets em every 
time!) And while you’re at it, couldja 
send me Diana Ross’ ‘phone number? 

David Frost, 


Cloaca, Pa. 
continued on page 45 


@ A Caltech physicist claims to have 
discovered a way to send rockets beyond 
the orbit of Saturn using power supplied 
by stomach gas. Dr. Josef Mengele, who 
called a press conference to announce his 
technological breakthrough, said, 
“There is absolutely no reason for fool- 
ing around with kerosene, liquid hydrog- 
en, cleaning fluid or whatever in hell 
they use to shoot the damn’ things up 
with these days. Yankee ingenuity and 
native American crepitation can do the 
job just as well,if not better. By feeding 
our astronauts food that has been heay- 
ily laced with garlic and tomatoes, it 
should be possible to time rectal ex- 
plosions in such a way as to provide a 
fairly constant thrust factor over dis- 
tances from here to Saturn, and maybe 
even further.” 

Pulling on a bottle of Jack Daniels, 
Dr. Mengele continued, “I’m not saying 
that this would make for the most plea- 
sant cabin conditions, of course. But, 
then, we all have to make sacrifices for 
our country. Otherwise, those fifty thou- 
sand young Americans who left their 
hearts, legs, livers and heads in Viet- 
nam would have died in vain.” 

Asked whether crepitation-fuelled 
rockets would represent a significant 
economy over present solid and liquid 
fuels, Dr. Mengele coughed, spraying 
bourbon over several members of the 
press, then answered, “‘I honestly could- 
*nt tell you. Since each spacecraft would 
have to carry ninety thousand pounds of 
canned tamales, it would all sort of de- 
pend on future commodities prices, 
now, wouldn’t it?’ (PasadenaTimes- 
Caucasian (R. Reagan) 


@ A telltale boomer spelled “curtains” 
for one of America’s largest heroin- 
smuggling rings recently in Chicago. 
Federal Narcotics Task Force agent 
John Mitchell had “staked out’”’ O’Hare 


airport on a “tip” that a large ship- 
ment of ‘“‘skag’’ was coming over from 
‘“’Nam,” but in four days of constant 
surveillance all he had found were a few 
war orphans in various states of disre- 
pair. While Mitchell was lighting his 
pipe on the fifth afternoon, he felt the 
shock of an explosion, then felt some- 
thing wet splatter against his eye. He 
swung into action immediately, arrest- 
ing N.G. Ky of Camp Pendleton, Cali- 
fornia. 

“Little bastard had _ twenty-eight 
heroin suppositories stuffed up the ol’ 
chocolate speedway,” laughed Mitchell. 
“One good fart, and wham! The whole 
lot shot through the trousers and out 
into the terminal like tracer rounds! 
Easiest pinch I ever made.’’ A bystand- 
er, Father Patrick Gilhooley of Cicero, 
Illinois, was reported injured by the biz- 
arre barrage. Chicago Tribune (T. 
Dewey) 


@ A four million-dollar, federally fund- 
ed research study has revealed that Rich- 
ard Speck, Sirhan Sirhan, Arthur Brem- 
er, Lee Harvey Oswald and Richard 
Nixon all suffered from chronic con- 
stipation. “I don’t know what it means, 
but there it is,” confessed Dr. Martin 
Buber of Brandeis University. “I don’t 
draw conclusions. I’m a urologist, not a 
sociologist.”’ Amsterdam News (U. Jar- 
don) 


@ The New York State Attica Crime 
Commission has offered a new, even 
more novel explanation for the cause of 
the disastrous 1971 Attica Prison riot. 
‘“‘We’re now pretty sure,” said the Com- 
mission’s chairman, Roger N. Out, 
“that what touched things off was a fart 
cut by one of the prisoners. The guards 
innocently mistook it for a shot—well, 
it was a loud one—and opened up. By 
the time the smoke cleared, it was more 
or less too late to say ‘excuse me,’ wasn’t 
it?” The prisoner, Willie ““Crud”’ Lester, 
received forty-one rounds of .38 calibre 
ammunition in various parts of his body, 
and could not be reached for comment. 
From his summer estate, Venezuela, 
Vice President Nelson A. Rockefeller 
mused, ‘‘Gee, fella, that sure takes a 
load off my mind.” New York Times (T. 
Wicker) 


We're really sniffing for news items 
involving farts, passing wind, poots, 
boomers, smelly cheeses, flamers and all 
sorts of crepitation. Even winky-tink 
and number two will do in a pinch. Hell, 
you know what we like. Just wrap the 
stuff up and send it to: True Farts, Na- 
tional Poontang, 63555 Madison Ave., 
N.Y., N.M. 10022. Otherwise, there’s 
going to be an embarrassing white space 
next month where this column used to 
be. 
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First Hand Job 


It was a cold, winter night. Weasel, 
Charlie Dryfuck, Rags, Wino and Leo- 
nard sat in stunned silence around the 
table at the Phi Gam house. Spike, the 
house ass-man, had just dropped a 
bombshell. 

After seventy seconds of uncomfort- 
able silence, Wino spoke up. “Jesus, 
Spiker,” he said. “If you’re not shitting 
us, that means that your whole career 
has been ass-backwards!”’ 

Spike fingered his beer-mug and nod- 
ded mournfully. 

“Why, you’re just about the biggest 
ass-man at Dartmouth,’’ Wino went on. 
“Maybe even in America! You've corn- 
holed the homecoming queen...” 

Spike was mute. 

‘“* .. slipped it to Miss Bainbridge, the 
girls’ track coach,” added Weasel. 

“\ . . poked Julie Eisenhower at her 
old man’s retirement party,” said Char- 
lie Dryfuck. 

“., had all three of the Supremes sit 
on your face simultaneously,” piped 
Rags. 

“. , done the Roumanian Strudel 


by Christ Mylar 


with Catherine Deneuve,’ reminded 
Weasel. 
*. . sandwiched your mother and 


your little sister in your room during 
Parents’ Week, gone down on your 
kindergarten teacher in the cloak-room 
after she lured you in on the pretext of 
finding your galoshes, deflowered the 
entire sophomore class of Our Lady of 
Pain Girls’ Academy, and group-groped 
the entire cheerleading squad at half- 
time during last year’s Porcelain Bowl,” 
Leonard completed the litany. “Jesus, 
Spike! You’re twenty-one years old, 
you’ve had more ass more ways than 
the rest of us will probably ever get in 
our lives—do you mean to sit there and 
tell us that you’ve never had a hand- 
job?” 

Spike looked up from his beer and 
nodded dumbly. 

“But why?” pressed Weasel. 

“J dunno,” Spike shrugged. “It’s 
just that . . . well, I get ’em in the back- 
seat of my Corvair, or under the bleach- 
ers, or on top of the Maytag in the laun- 
dry-room, and I get their pants down, 


and . . . and one thing just leads to a- 
nother, I guess. Hell, things never slow 
down long enough for a simple hand-job. 
By the time I get to wondering what it 
would feel like, we’re already on the way 
home, if you get my drift.” 

Weasel looked at Leonard. Leonard 
looked at Rags. Rags looked at Wino. 
Wino looked at Charlie Dryfuck. Then 
all five looked straight at Spike. 

“Spiker,” Charlie Dryfuck said ser- 
iously. “This is intolerable. The situa- 
tion must not persist past this weekend. 
Your brothers and I are united in your 
resolve. There only remains one ques- 
tion. As Lenin so aptly put it, what is to 
be done?” 

“Anybody remember Crazy Iris’ 
phone number?” asked Rags. “Crazy 
Iris will do just about anything if you 
promise to buy her a new outfit for her 
Barbie Doll.” 

“Naw, shit,” said Wino. ‘Ever since 
she got promoted to fifth grade, Iris says 
she’s too old for that stuff anymore. Be- 
sides, that school for emotionally dis- 
turbed kids she goes to is real strict on 

continued on page 113 
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“Every man a Milton Berle” 


1. The Boe F “LY IN THE ICE 

CUBE 

“Please don’t shout, sir, or every- 
one else will be wanting one, too.” 

—just $3.95 


3. Shockingly Authentic FLOAT 
- ING EYEBALL 


“Here’s looking at you!”’—for you, 


$3.95 


5. Authorized National Poontang 
~ PAR-T-PAK 

Contains official Fly-in-the-Ice- 
Cube, Dribble Glass, Floating Eye- 
ball and 25 National Poontang 
Cocktail Napkins. Everything you 
need for your next Shrine conven- 
tion or White House Wedding!— 
merely $12.98 
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2. Official National Poontang 
SYNTHO-BARE 


Mee ae the magic of the U.S. Mails 


In realistic polyvinyl and Crunchy Diy 


Granola—only $4.95 


4. Genuine, simulated RUBBER 


DOG DOOTY 
Gales of mirth from your teacher 
or probation officer! —cheap shit, 
$5.95 ; | 
Wow! Will I be the life of the party! | 
Maybe Marcia will even go out with 
. Anyway, please RUSH the 
following official National Poontang | 
items: 


Quantity; 1 _5, —_100 | 
—__1000 — all you got 


Name 


PAGGICSS eke ei se 

Send cash, check, money order or | 
three Warren Spahns and a Mickey 

Mantle to: Finish High School in 

your Spare Time, National Poon- 

tang, 63555 Madison Ave., N.Y., | 
N.M. 10022. 


THE FOREDOOMED SCRAY 


BY EDWARD LEERY 


LER 


The pallid artist sat in Ais He dreamed of titles for his quixotic 
ill TH oubliette. picture novels. The titles were random 
combinations of ad, adjectives anol nouns. 


They all started with “The”. 


er ‘ha jes years, he shed wri ‘t aS The One day a 2 ernall arm oe sitegerels 
Querulous Tea-Cosy, The Vulpine in the empl BIS pu 


blish eK 
Corridor, The Inclement Stilton, entered his® hi ca F ibbled him 
The Wistful ash Weight, The to death 


Quizzical Spirit-Lamp, The } 
Unpleasant SRR and The 
epias Chamber pot. 
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GRAVURE 5 | GUFFAWS 
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IF YOU CAN ANSWER “YES” 
TO THESE FOUR 
QUESTIONS, YOU 


You’re going out to lunch with 
business associates or your 
parole officer.Do you want to 
impress your guests by order- 
ing a chopped liver sculpture in 
the shape of Eddie Arcaro? 
Yes? At the Poontang Club, 
you’re welcome to any of sev- 
eral hundred exotic gourmet de- 
lights. Just bring money. 

2 


Would you like your choice of 
two fabulous resourts for all sea- 
sons? 

As a Poontang Club keyholder, 
you’re welcome at our Club- 
Hotels at Lake Gouda, Wiscon- 
sin and Tenafly, New Jersey— 
just as soon as we figure our 
when the Tenafly “season” oc- 
curs, 


TO: Poontang Clubs International, Inc. 
63555 Madison Avenue., N.Y., N.M. 10022 
YES! I want to apply for a key! And throw 
in one of those nifty decals for my °56 
Chevy while you’re at it! 

Name —_______(No crayons, please) 

Address Ward ‘No. 

City State Zip. 


U.S. initial Key fee is $25, subject to change 
when we want. Minimum agefor a credit Key is 
21, or ability to sign name. 


C) Bill me whatever you think is right. 

(D Enclosed find check or money order or roll 
of nickels. 

(C1 I wish only information about the Poon- 


SHOULD HAVE 
A POONTANG 
CLUB KEY. 


3 


Would you like to be able to 
meet friends for a drink, enjoy 
a meal, see a show, go bowling, 
play shuffleboard, buy stupid 
souvenirs and enroll in a needle- 
point course—all in one place? 
The place is the Poontang Club, 
whose facilities are in every way 
comparable to those of a great 
luxury liner—say, the S.S. 
Poseidon. 


4 


Do you appreciate exceptional 
value? 
No? Good. 


continued from page 39 
Sirs: 

Still jes’ sittin’ on the dock of the 
bay, watchin’ the time roll away. Write 
if you get work. Jim Croce says “hi.” 

Otis Redding, 
Joplin, Mo. 


Sirs: 

Sending the March of Dimes Poster 
Boy around to ask for some back is- 
sues of Mad ‘for the terminal ward 
at the Shriners’ Burn Hospital’? was 
really a Jow trick. If I'd known it was 
you guys, he would have gone tumbling 
down the back stairs, brace-over-tea- 
kettle, I can tell you. Meanwhile, you 
must’ve just about run out of material 
by now. What are you going to do next 
—cop some riffs from Captain Billy’s 
Whiz-Bang? 

You will hear from my solicitors in 
the morning. 

William M. Gaines, 
New York, N.Y. 


tang Club. Twelve salesmen will call. 
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Yes, it’s dead issues like these that have made America great. And now you can own your very own National Poontang dead issues! 
Each one is fabricated around a central “theme,” calculated to give you the impression that you've missed something really hot! Each one 
is part of a special, limited edition of 5,000,000 copies! Each one costs only a little more than it did on the newsstand, back when all that 
stuff it satirized was relevant! And, most important of all, each one is taking up costly warehouse space! So don't miss out on this bonanza 
of boffs! Fill out the form below and send money, lots of it, today! 


JANUARY 75/Starvation, with Big Boy's BanglaBurgers, Cour- 
met's West African edition, 20 Tasty Rubber-Tire Recipes, and A 
Modest Proposal. 

FEBRUARY 754/Kinky Sexuality, with Necro-Phollies, the 
Volkswagen Sex Manual, Sex with the Simple Girl and My Fav- 
orite Martian, by Xaviera Hollander. 

MARCH 75/Physical Defects, with The Harelip’s Guide to In- 
creased Word Power, Nosejobs You Can Perform Yourself, the 
Thalidomide Exercise Guide, and the Hunchface of Notre Dame. 
APRIL/75, Kinky Sex with Starving Cripples, with Quick 
Weight-Gain Through Cunnilingus, the Complete Guide to Wife- 
Repair, and Speech Therapy for the Dead. 

MAY 75/Blasphemy, with the suppressed Eleventh Command- 
ment, filthy pictures of Billy Graham with the Muppets, and My 
Life with Xaviera, by the Pope. 


JUNE 75/Digestion, with tinkle, wee-wee, caca, number one, 
number two, pooters, piles, turds, meadow-muffins and barf. 

JULY 75/Veneral Disease, with Spiro Agnew and his side- 
kick, Spirochette, How to Urinate Without Groaning Audibly, X- 
Rated Army Training Films, and your fiancée. 

AUGUST 75/World War II, with The Most Unforgettable SS 
Kommandant | Ever Met, Martin Bormann’s Argentina on $5 a Day, 
The Wit and Wisdom of Adolf Hitler, and Adolf Eichmann’s Handi- 
crafts for Kids. 


eee ee 


Name Yes! Can't live without ‘em! Please ac- 
Address: cept my check. money order or second 
FBI File #: mortgage. and rush the following issues 
Attachable Assets: instanter: 

Quantity: 1 5 100 1000 all you got 


Clip and send to: Recycling Bureau, Nationai Poontang, 63555 Madison Ave., NLY., 
N.M. 10022. 
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BY NANCY FRIDAY 


BONDAGE FRENZY 


| think my favorite and most successful fantasy is a bon- 
dage rape type thing. This always starts as my husband 
manually stimulates my clitoris, and as the excitement 
builds, | transport myself out of our bedroom and into a 
large, dimly lit chamber. Faceless, hooded, sexless people 
are tightening straps to my wrists and ankles. They then 
gag me, and | hear a door slowly creak open. | try to 
stretch my taut body that | might see who has entered, but 
| never can see the person. (I never know if it’s male or 
female, or I'll call it “it.’) But it’s dressed in long, dark, 
flowing robes, and it approaches me slowly as it pulls a 
feather from a pocket in its sleeve. 

This person checks the straps and gag to make certain 
everything is in place, then slowly proceeds to run the 
feather across my breasts and down my stomach to my 
cunt. It starts tickling me there, laughing a deep, throaty 
laugh all the while. The more | struggle to free myself (oh, 
the pleasure), the stronger, it laughs. Itcontinues this until 
1am all wet and creamy and quite ready to come. Then it 
suddenly stops, bends down, and touches the lips gently 
and carefully, as though it was examining me. Then it 
starts a soft, gentle blowing. | am still on the threshold of 
orgasm, but | feel a bit more relaxed, despite the wonder- 
ful agony. (Secretly, | just love the thought of being tied 
up and “tortured” by a feather and a mouth and a 
tongue.) 

Suddenly, | feel teeth biting me, fingers pulling at me, 
tongues (more than one, it seems) licking and eating me 
up. 
This drives me to a frenzy that is unimaginable. (Actual- 
ly, it obviously isn’t, is it?) While in reality | am really quite 
free to move, while my husband is going down on me, | 
thrash and flail as would a person who is tied down and 
being driven beyond what the senses can bear. | love it! 
This is truly my favorite. | know I'd like to be fucked or 
eaten while tied down, although | can assure you | don’t 
wish it to happen the way it does in my fantasy. Just very 
sexy. 

My second favorite, though most common and endur- 
ing, fantasy involves a semipopular singer-composer— 
novelist—poet whom I’ve never met, but who has the 
reputation of being mad, crazy, lusty, kinky, and nearly in- 
satiable. | fantasize about him with other women, with 
men, with animals, with himself, with me. With the others, 
he is hard, demanding, awesome, almost brutal. But with 
me, he is all but brutal. He is, however, still awesome. We 


have oral sex, anal sex, coital sex, group sex, freaky sex, 
kinky sex, at great heights of passion and lust. | couldn’t 
get by a day without him. I'll put on his records and slip 
into a never-neverland. If I’m at work or someplace and 
can’t get hold of myself without creating a scene, I'll 
always always be able to stimulate myself mentally to near 
orgasm just by listening to this man’s music and letting 
him enter me in my mind, without my ever having to out- 
wardly appear to be doing anything except my job. It’s 
better than a coffee break. 


EMPEROR’S GIFT 


I’ve traveled back in time to Imperial Japan (about AD 
1500), and I’m being given to the emperor asa gift. (I 
don’t know who’s giving me away or why.) | know that 
the emperor has never had a white woman before, and he 
is very excited about me. I’m bathed, perfumed, and 
dressed in a beautiful kimono. Even though the kimono is 
heavy and completely concealing, I’m very aware that | 
have nothing on underneath it. 

When I’m brought before the emperor, everyone in the 
court stops talking and turns toward me. He has me stand 
next to to him and opens my kimono so that everyone can 
see how beautiful my body is. He touches my hair (on my 
head) and then touches and strokes my pussy, because 
he’s so taken by the sight and feel of soft blonde hair. He 
has attendants take me to his bedroom to await him. They 
remove my kimono and lay me on the bed (on the floor— 
Japanese style). 

When the emperor comes in, he sits in a low chair by 
side and motions a huge, handsome guard to get me 
ready for him. The guard kneels between my legs and 
starts to lick my vulva and clit. He keeps on licking in long 
hot strokes and running his tongue (a very long one) up 
my cunt faster and faster. Now the emperor has opened 
his kimono, and | see that he has a hugh cock that is hard 
and stiff as a piece of wood, and it has this beautiful soft 
brown tip. Even though the guard is driving me wild with 
his tongue up my cunt, | move over to the emperor and 
start to suck his cock. He doesn’t try to shove it deeper 
into my throat, he just leans back in his chair and enjoys 
what I’m doing to him while he runs his hands through my 
long blonde hair. By now the guard is under me with his 
tongue up my cunt as far as he can. Just as the emperor 
comes and his juice shoots into my mouth, | climax from 
what the guard is doing to me, and push as hard as | can 
against his face with my crotch. 
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GIRL’S HAREM 


In my favorite fantasy, | see myself as a Near Eastern 
ruler like those long ago. | live in a “pleasure palace” with 
a whole ‘“‘harem” of men. They are always available to sat- 
isfy whatever sexual desires | have. In my mind, | have 
them categorized in a kind of filing system. Each man is 
categorized according to his age, his looks and physical 
build, his sexual skills (that is, the sexual skills | imagine he 
has), and his general personality. Most of the men in my 
harem are men | know or have known, but some are ima- 
ginary men, or men | know about but do not really know 
personally. In the sexual skills category, | classify each man 
according to this general skill at lovemaking, his powers of 
endurance during lovemaking, his skill at oral lovemak- 
ing, and any other sexual skills he has. | also rate each man 
in my harem according to the size of his penis, his ability 
to use it, and whether or not it is circumcised. | like vari- 
ety, so these men are all different from each other. | can 
select one according to what | am looking for at the time. 

In a typical fantasy of his kind, | am in a large, opulent 
bedroom in my ‘‘pleasure palace.” | am usually dressed in 
a sensual, silky nightgown. In the bedroom, there is a 
huge canopy bed upon which | am lying. As | try to decide 
which man (or men) | want, | lie there masturbating, both 
in my fantasy and in reality. When | select the man | want, 
he is brought to my bedroom. As | watch, he is taken to an 
adjoining bathroom where my servants (all female) 
undress him and bathe him. When they have dried him 
and put cologne on him, my servants bring him to my 
bed, and then they leave the room. 

The man | have selected wants very much to make love 
to me, but | make him stand at the side of my bed and wait 
until | am ready. Often at this point, | get out of bed and 
undress while he watches. He must stand at attention and 
not move while | entice him. When | am nude, | come 
over to him and caress him and rub my body against him, 
but he must remain at attention. 

When | have teased him enough, | lie down on the bed 
and allow him to lie down with me and make love to me. 
If | desire oral lovemaking, | lie with my legs over the side 
of the bed, and he kneels beside the bed and makes love 
to me orally. Other times, | sit on the edge of the bed or 
kneel and make him stand right in front of me. Then | 
make love to him orally. In fantasies in which | make love 
to him orally, | usually imagine that his penis is still soft 
and that it swells and becomes erect in my mouth. 

As | said, the men are different, so the kind of lovemak- 
ing that | have with each one is different. All of them are 
very passionate though. Usually, | make love for a long 
time with the man | select. He is able to delay his orgasm 
until the end, or he is able to have more than one orgasm. 
All of the men in my fantasies are able to do one of these 
two things. That may be because my husband can do 
neither one of them, and | wish he could. In my fantasies, 
the men | choose and | make love in many different posi- 
tions. That, too, is different from making love with my 
husband, because he always insists on using the same po- 
sition, the standard one with him on top. 


CEREMONIAL RAPE 


My fantasy is very elaborate. Here is how | imagine the 
scene: The room was guarded by statues of marble, shad- 
owy figures in the outer halls. The silence was penetrated 
slightly by eerie music, unearthly in form. 

Inside the huge doors, carved by a sculptor’s patient 
hand seemingly, lay a magnificent room. It had a cathe- 
dral quality—high vaulted ceiling, ornate gilded walls, im- 
maculate stone floor. And at the very peak of the room, 
the ceiling’s center, there was a glorious, thick, glass Star 
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of David. The sapphire blue was almost smoky, but light 
played through in drifting waves. 

The girl lay underneath a long, ceremonial table, tied 
hand, foot to the four corners of the rather wide rectan- 
gle. She was naked save for a wooden crucifix around her 
neck. She lay meditatively intent upon the pulsating star 
in the center of her vision. At times, she almost luxurious- 
ly strained her limps against the coils of rope on her wrist 
and ankles. But her gaze never changed. Nor her expres- 
sion. She lay hypnotized by the glazed star; it burned her 
eyes and heart. 

Silently, four rows of men took their places around the 
table. She felt their presence intimately like a stabbing 
wound. They were dressed in simple garb, a long robe of 
sackcloth knotted with a length of rope. They began a 
chant, low and soft and pure, that made her feel strong, 
almost pure, highly exalted. The light was dimmer now. 
She flicked her tongue over her lips, feeling warm mois- 
ture fill the cleft between her legs. Her nipples began to 
harden, and as though this was a new experience, she 
began to softly groan, her eyes still fixed on the blue star 
about her head. The chant grew lower. 

One of the monks took his place at the table’s end. He 
touched the soft white feet delicately, then climbed on 
her full length. He kissed the small red mouth and lay still. 
The harsh sackcloth rubbed against her, stinging the fair 
skin, but as his erection grew, she lost herself to the feel of 
his hard manhood against her stomach. He rolled aside 
suddenly and removed the garment. She turned her head 
slowly and saw him, a tall and strong David, white and 
ruddy. He had dark, curly hair that curled around his erect 
penis as well. He looked at her kindly as he sensed her 
amazement at its size. She began to feel long denied urges 
penetrate her to the core, strange and drifting blue. 

The man climbed on her again, kissing her from her feet 
to her willing hungry mouth. The men began their low 
chant again. As they did, he inserted his penis into her. It 
reminded her vaguely of a knife being put into its sheath. 

After a long, sweet love, they all took their turns caress- 
ing her from head to foot, moaning and chanting and 
filling her with their love. 

And as she drifted off, weary and complete, the face of 
the first David filled her mind. The star filled her eyes, and 
a drowsy lassitude, her body. She fell alseep. 


EARTHY LOVERS 


| call the character in my fantasy the ‘Earth Man.” | 
guess the best way to describe him is a hippy Oliver Mel- 
lors (gamekeeper in Lady Chatterley). He is strong, but 
not overly muscular; simple, yet not crude or ignorant. He 
is of rather large build and has dark hair and a thick beard. 
When he holds me, | feel completely enveloped (unlike 
my own real lover, who’s about my own size). 

We make love in meadows of flowers and thick, lush 
pine woods on a forest floor of ferns. | can almost smell 
the damp greenness and feel the velvet moss and crunchy 
leaves beneath us. Sometimes | imagine we are fucking in 
the rain. | really like that. (Since my three psychedelic ex- 
periences, two LSD, one mescaline, these types of details 
have been very important in my sensual life.) 

My “Earth Man” lover is not dirt-dirty, but he is un- 
washed, The smell of unwashed armpits and especially 
unwashed balls and ass turns me on very much. | am nota 
distinct personality in these fantasies—not any sort of 
“Earth Mother’’—but just myself. He has a full, sensuous 
mouth, and kissing him slowly is delicious. His hands are 
strong, but shapely, and | can see them caressing me. (I do 
like to see myself as Renoiresque, although that’s not too 
popular these days.) 

We fuck with him on top, or side by side, but a great 
deal of the fantasy is devoted to caressing and cuddling. 
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SWANK’s January Playgirl, Angela 
Greene, is a very private lady. If you want 
to get to know her better, be prepared to 
spend long, langorous afternoons drink- 
ing sherry on her fur rug, or drifting in the 
pool near her Miami apartment. Angela 
lives in Miami because “‘I hate the cold. 
It hurts my tushy!” And it is there, in the 
sun of the Florida littoral, that she ekes 
out a living as a photographer. A photo- 
grapher of pets, no less. “I love kittens 
and puppies,” says Angela. “They're so 
fluffy and nice!” 

Ah, Angela, plump little squab, so are 
you. This is the 20-year-old beauty’s first 
time on the other side of the lens, but she 
brings to it her own, kittenish grace. Is she 
at all sweaty or nervous? No. Are we? You 
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Ilustration by Michael Kanarek 


SHE FILLED HIS AND HE FILLED HERS—FAIR‘S FAIR 


THESLANDS 
CON 
DENT SI 


BY HERBERT GOLD 


Over the long Fourth of July weekend | bit down on a 
steamed clam and marvelous patriotic flashes were re- 
vealed in my head. | broke a tooth. Maybe a piece of shell 
did it. 

There were no dentists on the island. Philosophers are 
precious, poets are essential despite what Plato says, but all 
| really wanted was a dentist. One family had horses for the 
kids. Can a roan gelding insert a temporary filling? Sea 
breezes and surf and a long lonely beach of delicious white 
sand. 

Try filling an interrupted molar with delicious white sand. 

This one hurt. Impacted nerve irritant. Night sweats. 
Worry. It was nearly two hundred miles to a reasonable 
town. 

Fortunately, there was a wise, pipe-smoking psychiatrist 
—of the permissive persuasion—who happened to summer 
in one of the other houses on the island. 

Unfortunately, | didn’t love him enough to be comfort- 
ed. 

When the weekend was over, and maybe a summer den- 
tist might be found in his office, I'd travel the ferry and the 
185 miles by bad road to see some practitioner licensed by 
the state of Maine. Oh, pray God, pray miracles, maybe the 
tooth would regenerate by Tuesday. 

Darkness comes late to our island, and there is a long 
dusky evening. It’s a beautiful time to make another stab at 
peace of mind. | was standing near the beachside door, 
looking out toward the indifferent sea, that dark and Ho- 
meric sea which cares naught for a man’s gums, when the 
psychiatrist’s daughter, a little fourteen-year-old, barefoot, 
in her bikini, careless of gooseflesh, trailed silently through 
the sand and touched my elbow. “Oh, hi,’ | said. Still, | 
wondered how she came to tap a strange man’s elbow, 
even though we were near neighbors and nodding ac- 
quaintances of her parents. 


“Hi,"’ she said in a surprisingly deep voice forsucha 
child. “I’ve been walking past here a lot.” 

“1 know.” My tongue was sore, also, from seeking out the 
jagged edges. 

“Most peoole like to stop and pass the time of day with 
me,” she said, pouting, a compact motion of the lips which 
summarized in concentrated fashion all the other small 
tucks and folds of her little summerbeach body. ‘‘And then 
they try to make out with me,” she added thoughtfully. 

“1 can imagine,” | said. 

“But you, you only mope around.” 

Oh. An explanation was due. | sighed. ‘Well, I’ve been 
preoccupied. | broke a tooth. No dentist. So I’ve—" 

“A tooth? A tooth?” she cried. “Ooh, goody!’’ And there 
was a little low-flying gust of sand where she jumped, or 
rather, was levitated by delight. 

“What's so good about that? Granted, it’s mine, not 
yours, and as such must be a source of satisfaction, but still, 
even the tooth misery of a total stranger—” 

“Hush.” And she put a soft and calming little hand on my 
arm. It was a warm little hand. 

“A relative stranger,” | said. 

“Hush.” She knew how to take charge in time of agita- 
tion. She waited. “1 didn’t mean to make light of your trou- 
bles,” she said. “Il, more than any other girl of fifteen”—I 
knew she was still only fourteen—’‘can appreciate the 
problem.” 

“Why? You've suffered, too?’ But as she was smiling in 
the sea-glowing dark, | could see the healthy, even shine of 
her little buds of teeth, gums tucked snugly over each and 
every root, these monotonously perfect choppers of the 
fluoride and orthodontic generation. “You mean to say 
you've had a toothache or injuries, too?”’ | demanded, 
ready to call hera liar, one of your typical amoral little 
juvies who get their gym teachers in terrible trouble with 
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The psychiatrist’s daughter, a little fourteen-year-old, 
barefoot, in her bikini, careless of gooseflesh, trailed silently 
through the sand and touched my elbow. 


the school board. 

“No,” she said. “I don’t know how to 
explain this. You may not want to ac- 
cept it. But ever since | was a tot, ever 
since | could first manipulate tools, | 
was unusually serious and well-coor- 
dinated for'a child of my background, 
and when my friends were just playing 
with silly old Barbie dolls, I’ve studied 
and worked at it. I’m a dentist.” 

The ache in my mouth cut off like a 
snuffed candle. | sank to the ankles in 
sun-warmed, day-warmed sand as | 
stepped onto the beach. She steadied 
me with her hand, and | could feel the 
beachy sweetness of my new dentist 
rising from her honey-tanned skin. 
“Steady, steady,’’ she said. “My name’s 
Sharon. I'll do it with just a little nova- 
caine. A lot of men your age have to 
prove how brave they are, but really, 
we can do better work if the patient 
doesn’t tense up. | spray a little nova- 
caine for almost everything.” 

Her parents’ house was the only 
modern place on the island. One of 
those modified A-frame, Architectural 
Forum deals that look so good in the 
magazines—great window out to sea, 
open fireplace in the middle of the 
room, also use it for cooking steaks, 
conversation pits, the whole nouveau 
deal. But then, behind the main place, 
there was this litthe Uncle Wiggly, 
Mother Goose dollhouse. | had seen it 
from the beach. | thought it was a doll- 
house. It was Sharon’s dental parlor, 
miniature but adequate, with a kind of 
a toy watercooled drill and a shiny por- 
celain console, places to spit, stainless 
steel tools. She put on a Grand Funk 
Railroad. | was afraid it was to drown 
out my groans, so! asked for some- 
thing old-fashioned, like Bob Dylan, 
and she had Blonde on Blonde in 
stock. In my discomfort, pain, agony, 
and malaise of spirit, | was resolved, as 
you can see already, to go ahead de- 
spite the apparent eccentricity of her 
equipment. After all, you can’t expect 
big city machinery out here in whaling 
country. 

She seemed to know what she was 
doing. She had no assistant nor X-ray, 
but she used mirrors, probes, tricky lit- 
tle needle prods, and, as she put it, 
“dead reckoning, the instinct of a born 
craftsman. Heck, in some countries | 
could be a mother by now. And that’s a 
more complicated procedure than 
cleaning out decay.” 

Her parents had drawn the line, un- 
derstanding parents though they were, 
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with a total of twenty-six years of psy- 
chotherapy between them, at a junior 
X-ray machine. But that’s a mere lux- 
ury, she claimed. She promised she 
could see where she was heading while 
my mouth gradually filled with in- 
struments like a quiver of arrows. 

“Studied at U of M dental when Dad 
was teaching in the Medical School. It 
was a little irregular, they wouldn’t give 
me a degree, but shit, the diploma 
doesn’t tell me anything | don’t know 
already—rinse, please.” 

| watched the pinkish saliva swirl 
away in the bowl. 

“You don’t mind I’m not wearing 
dental whites, do you? But this way, if I 
get sprayed a little, you know, I'll just 
go for a dip in the surf, it’s so refresh- 
ing, and the salt water, | don’t know, it 
just seems to purify all the cares away, 
the tensions—open wider, please.” 

| sat there, feeling the sure warm 
throb of her heart as she bent over me, 
the reassuring, slightly rubbery, firm 
rubbery pressure of healthy teenage 
flesh as she leaned closer toward my 
mouth. Here there would be no heart 
attack from a wornout practitioner— 
too much corned beef, cholesterol— 
leaving the job undone. At fourteen 
she was surely entering the flush and 
heat of climactic youth. Some kids are 
Junior Lifeguards, licensed by the Red 
Cross. So why not this lovely Sharon in 
her bikini, an unlicensed Junior Den- 
tist? 

“I'm going to have to prepare this 
tooth,” she said, “and fit on a tempo- 
rary. We've got some fine new Swiss 
glues. They tend to make the nerve less 
sensitive to heat or cold. With a tempo- 
rary you can go about your business, 
and then I'll make a gold crown. Looks 
to me like you'll have a better contact 
that you had before, no food lodged 


there—which is probably why the 
decay took place, Sir.” 

“Arrgh.”” 

“What?” She removed the tools and 
wads of cotton. 

“1 said don’t call me Sir.” 

She shrugged. ‘‘Should | call you 
Brucie?” 

““My name’s Dan.” 

“Okay, Dan. Shall we proceed?” 

When she finished, she stretched 
and said, ‘“Nerve-wracking, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, | feel tired and tense.” 

“You feel tired and tense. Think of 
me. I’m not really tall enough to be a 
dentist yet, though I’m probably only 
an inch or two from my full height. I’m 
gonna have a swim, but first, since I’m 
not asking any money for my services, 
there’s something else I'd like to ask of 
you,” she said. 

“Yes, anything.” The temporary felt 
nice and smooth when | bit down on it. 
If | didn’t get a bill, I'd buy her an 
acoustical guitar, a complete set of 
James Taylor records—I'd ask my wife 
what a girl likes. 

“Has the novacaine worn off?” 

“What do you want me to do? Try 
eating a steak?” 

“No,” she said softly, “not quite. To 
relieve the tension. | want to make out 
with you.” 

“What?” | said. 

“You probably don’t understand my 
generation, she said. “I feel tense and 
tired. | feel a peculiar sense of in- 
completeness in our interpersonal re- 
lationship, despite the effective rap- 
port of a job well done. Now | wanna 
fuck.’ 


I will not describe our conjunction 
here. After all, she was much too 
young to be doing what she did with 
me, both dentally and erotically, and it 
may be that we violated more than one 
code of ethics. We performed acts that 
even adults are forbidden to perform 
in Alaska, Upper Michigan, and certain 
parts of the deep south. But perhaps | 
might simply give the credit due her by 
stating that Sharon was as good, effec- 
tive, generous, energetic, helpful, 
hard-working, and kind a bed partner 
as she was a dentist. Only the phrase 
“bed partner’ seems inaccurate, since 
the doll beds in her little dental play- 
house were too small for us. We rolled 
about on the floor, and she cried and 
squealed like a grown-up person of, 
say, eighteen. The slight smells of glue 
and paste, mixture and preparation, 
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I sat there, feeling the sure warm throb of her heart as she 
bent over me, the reassuring, slightly rubbery, firm rubbery pressure 
of healthy teenage flesh as she leaned closer toward my mouth. 


plus the fading stiffness of my jaw, the 
tiniest bruise on my gum where her 
tool had slipped, gave the experience a 
je-ne-sais-quoi of special character as 
far as sexual adventures are concerned. 
The main difference was one of charm 
and passion. And skill. She was a re- 
markable young person. 

“\'m glad,” she said, panting slightly, 
sweating slightly, curled up in my arms. 
“I'm glad | didn’t go for a swim first. 
That salt water makes me—oh, | don’t 
know, Brucie—" 

“Dan.” 

“1 don’t know, Dan, it’s juicier this 
way, before swimming.” 

| had no right to feel jealous, but 
somehow these words, implying that 
she was not a normally innocent four- 
teen-year-old dentist, saddened me. 
And yet | had no right to make claims 
on her. A good dentist has a large prac- 
tice. 

Our few clothes were scattered over 
the dental lab. One of those mid-sum- 
mer storms seemed to be brewing; it 
had gotten very warm and humid, as if 
a blanket of air had fallen over us 
where we lay, resting now, but still 
struggling and twitching to bring an- 
other inch, still another inch of our 
bodies into contact. | put the evil sprite 
of jealousy behind me. My gratitude 
was being increased by a perceptible 
renewed fondness. 

When trouble appeared. Her 
parents, Dr. and Mrs. Ravenough, 
stood at the door, holding a doll with a 
torn mouth. “Sharon!” someone cried. 

“Yes, Mother,” she answered weari- 
ly. 

We tried to unwrap our limbs, to 
cover ourselves, but it was so futile, so 
futile. And how quickly one forgets the 
past! At that moment | would rather 
have suffered a toothache than this 
scene, with all its humiliations, its risks 
and dangers, its unknown furies. 

“Sharon,” said Dr. Ravenough, “how 
many times have we told you, asked 
you, begged you?” 

“Sharon,” said her mother with a lit- 
tle sob. 

“| want you to know, Sir,’’ Dr. Ra- 
venough stated, turning to me, ‘‘we 
don’t hold you responsible for this 
atrocious action. Our daughter must 
bear the entire burden alone.” 

“Oh, Sharon, Sharon,” said Mrs. Ra- 
venough, “after you promised, 
Sharon.” 

| felt quite relieved about the abso- 
lution granted me by the good doctor 


Ravenough, a man whom | suddenly 
came to admire and trust—none but an 
understanding!—but it had been a 
long hard day, and now | wanted to re- 
turn home to tuck my little ones into 
bed and show my wife my newly re- 
paired molar. However, along with 
these domestic emotions, | felt | 
couldn’t leave my dentist in difficulty 
when she had been so good to me. 
Should | insist on taking the blame? 
Should I reassure her parents that | had 
raped her, atrociously violated her fine 
young thighs, dragged her down to my 
level? | put on my pants with many an 
apologetic nod, bow, grimace, and 
boyish grin in the direction of Mrs. Ra- 
venough. Sulkily, poutingly, nose wrin- 
kled, with exasperating slowness—oh, 
one of your typical teenagers, disobey- 
ing her parents, stalling in a necessary 
task just for the sake of obscure teen- 
age resentments—Sharon pulled her- 
self into the bikini bottom, then into 
the top, and finally tied it. “Okay, Dad, 
I’m listening,” she said. 

“The Dental Code of Ethics,’’ he 
began. 

My lovely Sharon was picking her 
nose. | wondered if her finger smelled 
of novacaine, procaine, preparation 
for temporary filling, or something 
else. | also noticed her knees for the 
first time, those knees which had 
clasped me so tightly. Nice knees. 

““—states that a proper relationship 
between physician and patient—” 

“I'm not a doctor,” she said. ‘I don’t 
have to take no Hippopotamus Oath, 
Dad.” 

“Nevertheless, when we allowed 
you get into this field—and it took 
some pulling of strings, let me tell you, 
since not only had you not completed 
junior high school and certain 


required basic science courses, not 
only were you barely out of the Oedi- 
pal latency period, but also you 
weren't even a member of one of our 
special minority groups—" 

“He means spades,” Sharon said 
with a glance at me, an irritable, con- 
temptuous, Oedipally rebellious, but 
somehow charming little toss of her 
head at her father. 

“Sharon, you insist on misunder- 
standing. | could have meant Mexican- 
American, Amer-Ind, or one of our 
other worthy Third World student 
groups. We do bend the rules some- 
times to get them into professional 
schools. The point is this: You're a den- 
tist now. You're qualified. You are 
even, | might say—” and he glanced at 
me—a good dentist—” 

1 nodded enthusiastically. | was bare- 
footed, wearing only my pants, carry- 
ing my underwear in my left hand, en- 
grossed. He was right. She was part of 
the teen minority group which had 
proved itself worthy of my trust. 

“An excellent, a very qualified prac- 
titioner. But you don’t need to curry 
favor with patients, Sharon. You can 
stand on your own. If you want to go 
into periodontic practice, or take up 
oral surgery, that can be arranged in 
the fullness of time. So why did you,” 
and he looked shyly at Sharon’s 
mother, his wife and therapist, “why 
did you, Sharon, why did you, um, do it 
with this patient?’ 

Sharon took a deep breath. She 
looked quite grown up to me now— 
about nineteen. “Dad, let me explain. 
All | had in mind was strip off my bikini 
and have a short evening dip in the 
surf. My sterilizing equipment doesn’t 
work too well in this damp salt air, and 
we know how the sea is purifying. But | 
felt tense, Dad—” 

“My poor little thing,” said Mrs. Ra- 
venough with a rush, clasping Sharon 
in her arms. ““So young, so innocent, to 
bea dentist.” 

“—and | haven't discussed this with 
Brucie at all—” 

“Dan,” | whispered. 

“—but something special happened 
to me as | prepared his lower left bicu- 
spid for the temporary filling and alu- 
minum cap. | don’t know how to ex- 
plain it to you, Dad. This is different 
from the other times. The other times it 
was just tension, relief of. This time, 
Dad. . .Bruce. . . we’re inlove.” 

| started to leave her office, but a 
firm hand, Mrs. Ravenough’s, and they 

Continued on page 104 
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300 Years of 
‘Titsand Ass 


Well, actually 165 years, since the first painting in 
our set dates back to 1811. But three hundred years 
is about the amount of time that American artists 
have spent painting nudes. So, when it came time for 
the New York Cultural Center (in association with 
Fairleigh Dickinson University) to present an exhibi- 
tion of undraped bodies through the years, what 
better title than “Three Centuries of the American 
Nude’? The paintings were selected by William 
Gerdts, author of The Great American Nude, and 
Leslie Cohen, and the show was mounted under the 
direction of the Cultural Center's super-innovative 
director, Mario Amaya, who also gave us permission 
to send photographer Bud Lee out to get these pho- 
tos. To which we say thank you, Cultural Center, it 
sure beats still lifes! 


1. Chuck Pfahl, Artist’s Studio, 1972 
2. Rembrandt Peale, Roman Charity, 1811 


3. Howard Chandler Christie, Nudes on a Beach, 1930 
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5. Henry Mosler, Above the Rainbow, no date 


6. John De Andrea, Standing Woman with Gold Earrings, 1973 
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7. John Koch, Studio—End of Day Ul, 1974 


8. Julius Stewart, Les Chasseuses, 1899 


9. Jack Beal, Danae Il, 1972 


10, Pavel Tchelitchew, Nude, 1940 
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DOPE, SEX AND FUNKY SOUNDS OF THE THIRTIES 


TAZE ME 
BEUes 


BY GROVER SALES 


“JAZZ (noun) 1. (Taboo) copulation: orig. Southern Negro use, 
prob. since long before 1900. 2. animation; enthusiasm and a fast 
tempo; frenzy” 

—Dictionary of American Slang 


rowing up in Louisville in the 

Twenties as an upper-middle 

class Jew, | didn’t need The 
Dictionary of American Slang to tell me 
jazz was a four-letter word. My Bos- 
tonian mother who played light classics 
on the parlor upright told me that jazz 
was another way of saying cheap, vul- 
gar and low-class. 

She didn’t tell me jazz was another 
word for fuck. A two dollar whore told 
me that when a bunch of us teenagers 
went sight-seeing in the red light dis- 
trict, so-called because every house 
that lined Seventh Street—three blocks 
from Louisville’s main drag—burned a 
red light outside, day and night, to sig- 
nify that the window-rapping girls 
were really in business. We were all 
nicely-reared white kids with no no- 


tion of getting laid or a dose of clap. 
This was just a once-down-the-block 
slum tour. We didn’t risk making the 
walk back, because if the whores 
thought you were merely sight-seers, 
their fists could get as rough as their 
tongues: “Hey! Why don’t you high- 
school jackoffs go home and fuck your 
mother or your sister!?’’ a henna- 
haired hooker hollered from her door- 
way, driving us wild with fascination. 
We never heard girls talk like this be- 
fore. One time we were bold enough 
to go inside one of these cat houses, 
greeted by a vivacious 175 lb. whore 
who was old, at least 35, and not at all 
pretty, but she had a great personaliry 
and in her own words, “an ass worth a 
million dollars.” When she found there 
was nothing shaking with us punks, she 
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When Cab Calloway wailed the woes of “Minnie the Moocher kicking 
the gong around,” only the blacks knew this meant snorting coke. 


put her hands on massive hips, arched 
a penciled brow and got down to it: 
“All right. What | want to know is, 
which one of you boys is innarested in 
a little jazz?”’ 

This was the first time | ever heard 
the word applied to anything but 


music, and the music she was playing | 


on her wind-up Victrola began to get 
to me: 

“Daddy, | don’t want your money, 

| just want your stingaree!’’ 

It was horny, insinuating sound, like 
nothing | ever heard. How could | get 
hold of amazing records like this? 

It wasn’t easy. This was the music of 
the black underground, what we can 
now recognize as the origin of today’s 
“counter culture.” Real blues records 
were sold only on the “colored” sec- 
tion, issued by Columbia, Victor, 
Brunswick and Paramount under a spe- 
cial “Race” catalogue. They even said 
“race” on the label. How record col- 
lectors, that peculiar white tribe | was 
to join with dedicated ferocity, some- 
times brought their discs in the black 
record shops of New York and Chicago 
in those long-forgotten days when 
whites could still go there. But most of 
those treasured ten-inch 78 rpm’s had 
long been out-of-print, the vogue for 
blues having passed when urban blacks 
in the Thirties felt themselves too so- 
phisticated for downhome music. Col- 
lectors took to combing Salvation 
Army depots and flats in the black part 
of town, knocking on strange doors to 
inquire, ‘‘excuse me, Mam, but do you 
have any old Victrola records you’d 
care to sell?’’ If you could pick upa 
Bessie Smith or a ‘“‘Chippie” Hill with a 
Louis Armstrong accompaniment for a 
dime apiece, this was a good day’s 
haul. 

There were no magazines to help me 
find this music | suddenly could no 
longer live without. Down beat, the 
first American publication to cover 
jazz, didn’t appear until 1934, concen- 
trating on white Swing Era heroes like 
Goodman, Shaw and the Dorsey 
Brothers who won all the polls. They 
hadn’t much truck with authentic 
blues, nor did its rival Metronome 
which covered black music under the 
heading of ‘Boogie Swing.” 

Blues got no airplay until the advent 
of Broadcast Music Inc. (BMI) in the 
early Forties. When radio was in its in- 
fancy in the Twenties, no commercial 
records of any kind were heard on the 
air. Most labels bore the warning, ‘not 
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liscensed for radio broadcast.’’ When 


the Swing Era hit big around 1935, a 
new clan, the disc jockey, began to 
overlook the warning and play Benny 
Goodman, Hal Kemp, Glen Gray, 
Tommy Dorsey, and not too oftena 
black star like Armstrong, Ellington or 
Cab Colloway whose popularity had 
spread beyond the confines of the 
black sub-culture to white audiences 
that didn’t know what Louis meant 
when he growled: 

“1ll be standing on the corner high 
when they bring your body by!’’ 
in his best-selling record “I'll Be Glad 
When You’re Dead, You Rascal You.” 
When Cab Calloway wailed the woes 
of “Minnie the Moocher kicking the 
gong around,” only the blacks knew 
this meant snorting coke. And the 
radio never got close to Leadbelly’s 
prison blues, 

“Walked up Ellum, and | come 

down Main, 

Tryin’ to bum a nickel ‘jes to buy 

cocaine, 

Ho, ho baby, take a whiff on me! 

Cocaine for horses and not for 

men. 

Doctors say it'll kill you, 

But they don’t say when. . . 
Since pot has been popular among the 
jazz culture as a casual pleasure giving 
device for over half a century, refer- 
ences to grass in old blues and jazz 
records abound. Alberta Hunter, a 
venerable blues artist from the Twen- 


” 


ties, “dreamed about a reefer five feet 
long,” and violinist Stuff Smith had a 
modest Thirties hit with “If You’se a 
Viper,” slang for a boss, hope-to-die 
weed head. Sidney Bechet’s 1938 
“Viper Mad,” with a superb vocal by 
drummer O'Neil Spencer, is a lexicon 
of outdated pot argot: 

“Wrap your chops ‘round this 

stock of tea. 

Blow this gage, and get tall with 

me. 

“Good tea is my weakness, | know 

it’s bad. 

But it sends me gate, and | can’t 

wait— 

I’m viper mad!” 

Chick Bullock, who cut over 500 vocals, 
all of them godawful, asked in 1932: 

“Have you ever met that funny 

reefer man? 

Who trades you dimes for nickles, 

And calls watermelons, pickles 

eet 
A few years before Benny Goodman 
was a household name, he put a studio 
group together to cut ‘Texas Tea 
Party” with the great Jack Teagarden 
singing: 

“Oh, mom-o, mom-o, mom-o, 

Where did you hide my tea?’ 
“‘Muggles’’, a common Twenties term 
for a roach, was the title of one of Louis 
Armstrong’s famous instrumental 
blues. When a new reporter once 
asked Louis if it was true, as Harry J. 
Anslinger of the Narcotics Bureau in- 
sisted, that marijuana softened the 
brain, destroyed the will and incited 
murder, Satchmo’ replied: ‘You crazy? 
| been smokin’ it for forty years!” 

That grass was as common as liquor 
at the Harlem house rent parties popu- 
lar during the Depression is evidence 
by Bessie Smith’s record of “Gimme a 
Pigfoot, and a Bottle of Beer” conclud- 
ing with her raucous demand: 

“Gimme a reefer, and a gang o’ gin! 

Lay me ‘cause I’m in my sin! 

Lay me ‘cause I’m full o’ gin!” 

Jazz critics have variously reported 
Bessie as crying ‘‘Play me,” or ‘‘slay 
me,” though her unbottoned invita- 
tion to ‘‘lay me’”’ came through un- 
mistakable, even to my mother who 
stormed into my room, after the nine- 
teenth playing, with the edict that 
“such filth cannot be played in this 
house!” | wonder if any rocker had as 
much trouble with his mother over 
Janis Joplin as | had with mine over 
Bessie. Just as well mother never heard 
my record of Bessie’s ‘Need a Little 


Trixie Smith was fames for “My Daddy Rocks Me,” which should 
remove any doubt, if ever there was, about the sexual origin 
of our contemporary music of ecstasy and protest. 


Sugar in My Bowl,” with the Empress of 
the Blues screaming her preference for 
penetration over cunnilingus: 

“Get off your knees, 

| can’t see what you’re drivin’ at, 

It's dark down there, 

Looks like a snake! 

Come on here and drop somethin’ 

in my bowl. 

Stop your foolin,’ 

| need a little sugar in my bowl!’’ 

Such frank sexual references held 
exotic fascination for sophisticated 
whites of the Twenties and Thirties, 
when all establishment media was rid- 
dled with censorship and an up- 
tightness hardly to be imagined by to- 
day’s youth. Noel Coward’s play “The 
Vortex,’’ the first to deal with les- 
bianism, caused a Broadway scandal 
with the line ‘‘she loves her.’’ Only 
forty years ago, Clark Gable drew 
shocked gasps from movie fans with his 
curtain line in “Gone With the Wind,” 
“honey, | just don’t give a damn.” 
Radio was so bedevilled with don’ts 
that network officials told W.C. Fields 
he could no longer refer to his mythi- 
cal opera singer friend as ‘“Madame 
Pussy de Pussy.” When salty Tallulah 
Bankhead was introduced to a youthful 
Norman Mailer, she said, ‘‘Oh yes— 
you’re the young man who doesn’t 
know how to spell ‘fuck.’ ” In his best- 
seller of post World War Two, the 
ubiquitous army word was spelled ‘fug’ 
to satisfy the quaint conventions of the 
day. Patricia Norman, a band vocalist 
who distinguished herself neither be- 
fore nor since, made an overnight 
monster hit of Eddy Duchin’s in- 
nocuous record of “Old Man Mose” 
because millions imagined that her 
“Mose kicked the bucket—buck- 
buck-buckit!’”” really came out “fuck- 
fuck-fuckit!”” If this was thought pretty 
hot stuff in the late Thirties, imagine 
the glee when Harvard, Yale and Princ- 
ton boys ten years earlier laid hands on 
Ethel Walters’ ““My Handy Man” and 
put it “on the charts:”” 

“He churns my butter, creams my 

wheat, 

Sifts my ashes, chops my meat. 

My man is such a handy man! 

Why, sometimes he’s up before 

the dawn, 

Trimmin’ the edges off my front 

lawn, 

I’m wild about my handy man!”’ 
Before Ethel left the night club circuit 
to play revivals with Billy Graham, she 
established herself as queen of the 
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double entendre with “You Can’t do 
What my Last Man Did,” ‘‘Go Back 
Where You Stayed Last Night,’”” ‘Not 
on The First Night, Baby,” and surprise- 
enders like ‘‘Do What You Did Last 
Night:”” 

“Oh, it makes me sick and tired 

When you’re slow to mess around. 

Park your hat and coat and 

Pull that shade on down. . . 

C’mon and shake that thing, papa! 

Don’t be so polite. 

Hold your mama close like you did 

last night. 

And as I’m feelin’ kinda tight, 

You can lower the light, 

So we can dance like we did last 

night, 

Don’t misconstrue! 

Dance like we did last night!”” 
This same year, Bessie Smith scored it 
big with ‘Empty Bed Blues,”’ backed by 
Charlie ‘Big’ Green flushing brazen, 
obscene yawps from his trom- 
bone: 

“He boiled my first cabbage, and 

He made it awful hot. 

Then he threw in the bacon, 

And overflowed the pot. 

When my bed get empty, 

makes me awful mean and blue. 

My springs is gettin’ rusty, 

Sleepin’ single like | do!” 
These records made the rounds of the 
frat-house of yesteryear. Once they 
became jaded with Ethel’s or Bessie’s 
‘blue’ lyrics, some college boys got 


gassed by the piano player behind 
them—James P. Johnson, Godfather of 
Harlem ‘‘stride,’’ teacher of Fats 
Waller, inspirer of Duke Ellington. He 
backed these great blues singers all by 
himself, without bass, guitar or drums, 
didn’t need them, a one-man orches- 
tra. Some of these Eastern college kids 
got permanently hooked by jazz this 
way and became record executives, 
concert promoters, jazz critics and 
A&R men. They made trips to Harlem’s 
Apollo Theater to dig the great hus- 
band and wife team, Butterbeans and 
Susie, sing “| Need a Hot Dog For My 
Roll:”’ 

“Don’t want no excuse, 

It must have lots of juice,’’ 
and wore out copies of Blue Lu 
Barker’s ‘‘Don’t You Feel My 

Leg:”” ‘Cause if you feel my leg, 

You're gonna feel my thigh, 

And if you feel my thigh, 

You're gonna go up high— 

So don’t you feel my leg!”’ 

One high-born Yalie who got turned 
on to jazz, John Hammond, arranged 
record dates for hundreds of black ar- 
tists and helped found the first inter- 
racial night club in America, Café Soci- 
ety Downtown in the Village where 
mink-coated matrons, celebrities and 
blue-bloods heard a Kansas City bar- 
tender, ‘Big’ Joe Turner, shout: 

“You can take me, pretty baby, 

And put me in your big brass bed— 

Eagle rock me baby, till my face 

turns cherry red! 

At a time when Joyce’s Ulysses could 
not be sold on these shores, and Holly- 
wood’s guardian of public morals, the 
Breen Office, decreed no film could 
show an unmarried couple in bed, 
even fully clothed, the black un- 
derground-on-wax screamed its mes- 
sage: 

“Hot Nuts! Get ‘em From the Peanut 
Man,” “You Got the Right Key, But the 
Wrong Keyhole,”’ ‘‘Jazzin’ Babies 
Blues,” “Jazz Me Blues,” “Who'll Chop 
Your Suey,” ‘I’m Wild About That 
Thing,”’ ‘“‘You’ve Got to Give Me 
Some,” “Poon Tang,” “Chasin’ Chip- 
pies,” “Do It a Long Time, Papa,” and 
the closest that era could come to the 
all-purpose black term of endearment, 
“You're a Dirty Motherferyer.”’ 

One of the oldest of blues, along 
with “Frankie & Johnny” was “Make 
Mea Pallet on the Floor:” 

“| don’t want to hear no springs, 

To spoil my evenin’ thrill, so 

Make mea pallet on the floor.’’ 
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Just as well mother never heard my record of Bessie’s “Need a 


Little Sugar in My Bowl,” with the Empress of the Blues screaming 
her perference for penetration over cunnilingus. 


Don Redman, the “Little Giant,” wrote 
dozens of hit tunes like ‘“Four or Five 
Times:” 

“Maybe I'll cry, and maybe I'll die. 

But if | die, | want to try to doit 

Four or five times.”’ 
inspiring a sequel, ‘‘Six or Seven 
Times.” 

Puckish, irrepressible Fats Waller, 
“Radio’s Harmful Little Armful,” got 
his kicks sneaking sexual asides into 
RCA Victor records like ‘Spring Clean- 
ing (Gettin’ Ready For Love:’’) 

“No lady—you can’t get your 

ashes hauled for 

twenty five cents, that’s bad bu- 

siness!”” 

Under the laundered title “Squeeze 
Me,” Fats fashioned a pop tune from 
an early cat-house classic called “The 
Boy in the Boat,” an old time black ref- 
erence to the clitoris and the vagina. 

Even the names of blues singers 
smacked of the sporting life: Bertha 
“Chippie’”’ Hill, and ‘‘Trixie’’ Smith 
whose prophetic vocal of 1924, backed 
by a dazzling young Louis Armstrong, 
annouced ‘‘The World’s Jazz Crazy, 
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Lawdy, So Am I!’ 
“1 like the motion that my daddy 
has, 
‘Cause everyone likes a real good 
jazz.” 
Not, “real good jazz,’’ but ‘a real good 
jazz,’ as different as “woman with a 
child’ and “woman with child.” Be- 
sides ‘’He Likes It Slow’ and “He May 
Be Your Man, But He Comes to See Me 
Sometimes,’ Trixie Smith was famed 
for ‘‘My Daddy Rocks Me,"’ which 
should remove any doubt, if ever there 
was, about the sexual origin of our 
contemporary music of ecstasy and 
protest: 
‘“My daddy rocks me, with one 
steady roll. 
There’s no slippin’ once he takes 
hold 
| looked at the clock, and the 
clock struck three. 
| said, ‘Oh, daddy, you're killin’ 
mel’ 
But he kept on rockin’ with his 
steady roll.” 
“Jelly roll,” like “jazz,” was another wi- 
dely-used euphemism for fuck: ‘‘It 


Must Be Jelly, ‘Cause Jam Don’t Shake 
Like That,” and “Nobody in Town Can 
Bake a Sweet Jelly Roll Like Mine.” 
And there was the self-styled “Inventor 
of Jazz,” Ferdinand “Jelly Roll’” Mor- 
ton whose knick name hardly came 
out of the bakery shop. When Morton 
cut his 12 volume epic for the Library 
of Congress in 1938, he was somewhat 
freer under government aegis to sing 
the blues as they were actually sung in 
the cribs, honky tonks and whore- 
houses of New Orleans where he 
learned his craft: 

“1 know a lady, she lives in back of 

the jail. 

“Got a sign in her window, ‘Good 

pussy forsale.’ ’” 

Recounting his unique history as piano 
tickler, vagabond, composer, band 
leader, night club operator, pool shark 
and pimp, Morton noted that the 
primitive black musicians playing for 
nickles on the street corners of New 
Orleans were called ‘‘spasm bands” 
because they were given to epileptic 
shakes while performing. It takes no 
university linguist to see the link be- 
tween jazz, spasm, orgasm and jism. 

A surprising spurt of black jism into 
the white cluture came in 1940 with 
“Jelly Jelly,” Earl ““Fatha’’ Hines record 
hit that made an overnight superstar of 
his band vocalist Billy Eckstein: 

“Jelly! Jelly! Jelly! 

Jelly stays on my mind. 

Jelly roll killed my pappy, 

It drove my mammy stone blind!” 
This seminal cry issued from every juke 
box and radio in the land. Many station 
managers hadn’t the foggiest of what 
Mr. B. was singing about, and would 
have gone ape if they had. Fifteen 
years later, Elvis Presley, shaking his ass 
and wailing his slavish ‘““Houn’ Dawg” 
imitation of Big Mama Thornton, in- 
seminated millions of white youths 
who didn’t realize it was the music of 
black America that got their bodies 
moving again and made them forget 
the square, asexual whimperings of Pat 
Boone, Perry Como and Judy Garland. 

The pulse of liberation and sexual 
urgency that forms the beat of jazz had 
taken hold. Jazz's mass-pop offshoots, 
rhythm n’ blues and rock, became the 
international esperanto of the young 
from Tokyo to Liverpool, fullfilling the 
fifty year old prophecy of Trixie Smith, 
“The World's Jazz Crazy, Lawdy, So Am 
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evening at home 
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This cold winter evening An- 
drea and Philippa have opted 
for a quiet evening alone in 
warm elegance. Andrea is 
curled up with Swann’s Way, 
while Philippa snuggles close, 
dreaming lazily of other such 
evenings. She idly strokes An- 
drea’s silky thigh, lingering 
over every inch of the contour 
she knows so well. Andrea 
purrs softly, responding in 
spite of herself, feeling her at- 
tention pulled from Proust to 
her dear companion. She al- 
lows the book to lower, then 
slip from her fingers as she 
turns to devote herself to Phi- 
lippa. Sliding slowly down 
onto the couch, Andrea grace- 
fully slips her body beneath 


that of Philippa. Both lie still 
for a moment, delighting in 
the throb of their bodies. 
Then they leisurely begin the 
ritual so familiar to them both. 
Philippa caresses Andrea gent- 
ly, knowing so well how to 
please her, while Andrea re- 
turns stroke for stroke. Gra- 
dually, as their passion mounts, 
they rise, holding each other 
close, fondling and smiling. 
No one has ever been able to 
please them as they please 
each other. They slowly rub 
their lips together, when sud- 
denly with a cry Andrea grips 
Philippa’s ass. She lurches her 
head back, and _ Philippa’s 
tongue drifts down her soft 
throat. Their lovemaking be- 


Philippa snuggles close, 

dreaming lazily of other evenings. 
She idly strokes Andrea's silky 
thigh, lingering over every 

inch of her contour. 


73 


ie ye >; ek 
TOUTEE EWE CRETE eer erie rere career’ 


gins in earnest. Philippa’s 
tongue at last finds Andrea's 
breast, which it licks and sucks. 
Andrea pushes forward until 
Philippa is lying down, still de- 
voted to Andrea’s firm breast. 
Abruptly Andrea pulls away, 
working her way down Philip- 
pa’s body. At last she reaches 
her goal, her cheeks rubbing 
against Philippa’s thighs. She 
licks gently, deeply inhaling 
the sweet aroma. Philippa 
sighs, urging her to push 
harder. Andrea skillfully sucks 
her, following her building 
pleasure, delighting in it, 
knowing her turn will soon 
come. Nothing pleases them 
more than a quiet evening at 
home. 


As their passion mounts, 

they rise, holding each other close, 
fondling and smiling. No one has 
ever been able to please 

them as they desire. 
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Continued from page 36 


This Hot Sauce 
Sermonette 


latest lecture, we should not die be- 
cause our lives pack too much finger- 
lickin death in ‘em just in themselves! 
We've already died a thousand times, 
just like in that movie! | mean we’ve 
got more suspense, cliff-hangin, cy- 
clone,up,down, in, out, gross ‘lectricity 
in each of our daily scenes, more 
whack to the pack, than all your En- 
glish, French, Choimans, dekooning 
Dutchmen put together! That’s why 
they come here viss excitement, for 
turnon, baby! Oh yes indeedy, they 
come for the movielives they never 
had and stay for money, gelt, deals— 
always deals for those babies here— 
but they don’t have to live it, spiv it 
out as we do! Sure, we go to their 
places “to get away” when ‘ere we 
can, for tranquilo, cafes, no-mugging, 
new vistas, get rid of your fever 
blisters!, but we take the Screaming 


Meemie with us, ain’t it the truth, 
Ruth? We take the States with us, 
we live with these here Disunited 
States night’nday, you are the one you 
big bum!, we live with Time, News- 
week, all those editions international 
wherever we go—it’s always time for a 
Cutty, we can’t get away! The world 
mirrors us, you & me, there’s no es- 
cape, it spotlights and spitfights our 
every move and we know it better than 
we ever have, even the dumbest of us! 
Dig it, Mr. Wigit, it’s all center-stage for 
us slobbos these days, we’re world- 
news, planet-news, neighborhood 
guys’ngirls made big by the tilt of the 
globe, what a fearful role! 

‘Twas fearful for kid lootenant Calley 
to become astar-killer in the global 
flick, he had no preparation anymore 
than we have, our bigday in the kliegs 
of the humiverse, big bad ‘merican 
day, and yet we gotta live our separate 
smallboned private lives apart from the 
image of the cuntry, without any help 
from others, no help whatsoever, 
they’d laff! Savor it, we’re both pub- 
lique and private, public to the nations 
who are not us, a sideshow to them 
masses who are always teeming, a 
bookful of insanity and extremes, and 
yet to us it’s food in the fridge and a 
nice show on the box and call your 
mother or your brother after 5 pm be- 
cause it’s cheaper, only 85¢ to SanFran- 
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cisco for the first three minutes, and 
ask how Uncle Louis after that hernia 
business! | mean, goddamnit, it’s real 


life to us, not your famed ‘merican mu- 
sical, not a CBS spectacular, we’re real- 
ly here!, This Is Your Life, this is all 
there is, love it or leave it, Lucky Strike 
Green has gone to war and come back 
again to kill Ed Murrow with lung- 
cancer and somebody has to pay the 
bills! | mean we’re a nation of shop- 
keepers and not only caricatures, we’re 
a nation of natural, neat ‘n sometimes 
sweaty people and not only hallucina- 
tions, we’re as real as we know our- 
selves to be in our most human mo- 
ments and not just fodder for some 
surrealist who trots in from Paris! Isn’t 
that our secret, that we’re not al- 
together crazee, that we know the dif- 
ference ‘tween inspired moments and 
insane ones, that ‘spite the headiness 
of havin to handle so much phee-nom- 
ena our sufferin is ours alone because 
we sure know the difference between 
drowning and puttin a hand on land? 
Many’s the time I’ve glugged under 
and caught my breath again, and I'll 
hazard the same for you! Let’s go 
further, many’s the time I’ve died and 
come to life again, and I'll say the same 
for you! 

We just can’t make it here with the 
equ-nim-ity we read about in other 
places, that’s not our style, don’t care if 
you're a prosperous psycho-shrinkist 
on the Outside pulling down your 
60grand a year and tellin my honestly 
overwrought friends to cool thyselves, 
you're not that different way deep in, 
I’ll stake my cheesy rep on that, | will! 
There is an all-merican soul made up of 
speed and Harley Davidsons and ap- 
preciation for Jags and honoring Lind- 
bergh and Joe Willie Namath and 
Amelia Assheart, Trueheart, Earhart— 


ah the hell with it, there’s a soul that 
includes you, too, Dr. Got-It-Made, 
and me too, and it just ain’t the smooth 
ride we hear about in downer places, 


Switzerland for chrissakes! I’m not 
soapboxing it so much as suggestin it, 
don’t know anymore than you do what 
the final nature of’r reality is, merely 
tryin to find the base underneath the 
picture of our life painted in beezar 
neon by Bill Seward Burroughs and 
Allen the Gins and Tom the Pynch! Oh 
man, someone said, you celebrate 
Tuesdays, you wanna sing for the vin 
ordinaire and a deadbeat realismus, 
you wanna sit on the imagination, but | 
say No, No, | want, you want, to find 
the troof of where we’re at, draw the 
bead, get on target, somethin right in 
between that traffic coming at us from 
all sides! Look: | ‘member in the late 
‘50s or was it early ‘60s when the 
dancer Freddy Herko thought he’d fly, 
a man truly higher than his time, he’d 
been LSDing and reading winged apo- 
calyptic stuff by, say, Philip Lamantia, 
perhaps that one pome called ‘‘Put- 
down of the Whore of Babylon,” gives 
you the shivers, Freddy the friend of 
poets, the special pal of Swarthmore 


Diane DiPrima, and anyway Freddy 
flew right out that fifthfloor apartment 
window into American Death on the 
Village street below and Diane later 
had to clean the porn mags out of his 
dead dancer's pad before his parents 
got there! What I’m saying is that our 
artists made of mercury wrap them- 
selves around our unreality like lovers, 
shoot it higher in the vein or in the 
mind than fartin cabbies do, get car- 
ried away by fly-high rushes that gra- 
vity can be cracked in self-victorious 
playlets and end up broken little bones 
of airborne hope in some Village alley 
or N’Orleans sidestreet and | want 
more! 

| wantsa live, live, live, just like a 
catfish in a Tennessee lake, | want to 
live my ‘merican lives until | can’t live 
‘em no more, and | think a leetle bit of 
oatmeal, bread’njam is just as good as 
dreams’ndope, tho | loves’em too, 
deed | do! But there are young dreams 
and old dreams in America, I’ve been 
there, you’ve been there, have 
dreamed ‘em at different stages of our 
catfish lives together, there are dope 
dreams and goin’-to-the-old Jewish 
doctor dreams, dreams of all-is-possi- 
ble and dreams of Caution is what I’m 
sayin, and it is these last | ‘bleeve that 
pin us to the who-man you-man race 
in spite of all our excess! Caution—my 
lawds and ladies, friends and woes 


alike, d’you think it’s a laff or just plain 
scared middleage that makes a New- 
Yawk svingah type cry Caution as a 


blessing just like an ad for trusses? Can 
you see it—Caution!—as part of that 
badmoutht Con-serv-a-tism which’s 
always been the legitimate ballast of 
USAlife when things get too hotn- 
heavy, or do you see it as my buddy 
Fear, fear of the middleage, fear of the 
Big Zero and collapse of the bod, fear 
of no money, fear of having money, all 
those fear-things which I’m ‘shamed | 
see, which | said before | see, which | 
say again | see! Caution! Check yr. 
bloodpressure, heart, watch those 
smokes, don’t fuck up with alcohol, do 
your joints and coke carefully, what a 
pulling-back from youngblood, eh?, 
what a drag to loosygoosy youth! But 
'bleeve your Uncle or don’t, this pul- 
ling-back is solid sense sometimes in 
the maelstrom in which we bounce off 


mental walls, we ‘mericans haveta pull 
back to get it straight where others 
march right on with such anemic lust! 
We live in such a richness that it’s slime 
and Bellevue unless we watch our 
steps! Why djew think our minds are 
shattered/scattered in a way that 
others aren’t, if it weren’t for this piss- 
profusion of our lives? | think history 
has cast us into frontrunners whether 
we will or won’t, | think our fates as 
ruddy pioneers previewin the 21st cen- 
tury are as sealed as astroboys in a 
Cape Canaveral tube, | think we’re 
bound for heady space whether we 
likes it or not! You can’t have had our 
buildings ‘n our bombers, our man- 
power, hosspower, gaspower, fire- 
power, rawpower, morepower, with- 
out being propelled yourself—yes, 


Freddy Herko!—into cuttin figure- 
eights beyond gravity such as other 
pipples do not yet know! Oh they’re 


catching up, they’re catching on, | 
know it, seen it in my travels just as you 
have, the dizzy ‘merican magicarpet 


floating above London, Paris, Madrid, 
with the Frenchy Academies of this 
world damning the corruption of their 
air while the locals themselves thrill 
from head to toe at our superhigh 
frequencies! But it will be decades yet- 
if-ever before they can live the ’meri- 
can life within, even if they ‘dapt its 
cowboys boots ’n all-weather head- 
phones on the street, even if they tell 
us how to play Le Jazz Hot (Eddie Con- 
don: “We don’t go over there and tell 
them how to jump on a grape!”) they 
haven’t yet lived it like Charkeybird 
Parker renting a Lone Ranger hoss with 
white saddle in Central Park and ridin’ 
right thru the swinging doors of the 
Tavern on the Green up to the bar— 
thas jazz!—or Scott FtzG. ridin’ on top 

Continued on page 106 


“Good grief... and to think | didn’t believe in you!” 
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mored for WerBell’s design 
breakthroughs. 

The roster of investors backing 
Mitch with tens of millions of dollars 
included the names of Eastern and 
Western moneymen known for their 
conservatism—Bintliff, Reeves, Smith- 
ers, and others. But it also included 
the most celebrated liberal angel in 
America, Stewart Mott, said to have 
been the largest single contributor to 
Sen. George McGovern’s Presidential 
campaign. Mr. Mott, a Director of the 
Fund for Peace since 1967, trustee of 
the Center for the Study of Democratic 
Institutions in Santa Barbara, the na- 
tion’s leading left-progressive think 
tank, a heavy donor and leading 
member of the Congress for Peace 
through Law, trustee of the National 
Committee for an Effective Congress— 
which made many a reactionary head 
roll among hidebound legislators—and 
a substantial contributor to the reelec- 
tion campaign of Sen. Frank Church, 
the liberal hopeful now charged with 
reviewing the C.1.A.’s malefactions, 
joins the major stockholders of the 
Quantum Corporation—the ordnance 
banking group which financed Wer- 
Bell’s operations—in 1969. 

Yet Mitch is never happy, seldom 
content, only rarely relaxed. An odd 
malaise pursues him, a sense of rest- 
lessness and dissatisfaction and lurking 
rage. Always a hearty drinker, he now 
knocks back the Scotch angrily, as if 
thristing for an anodyne; ‘First today’’ 
was the old toast, but by the early Se- 
venties Mitch is saying it to his alarm 
clock, and he’s moody and irritable 
until the fourth or fifth drink has 
thawed the ice from his eyes. 

He is beset by periods of forget- 
fulness—once he leaves an attache 
case containing a specially mounted si- 
lenced Ingram M-9 submachinegun in 
a Marriott bar, and there’s no end of 
hullaballoo—and by bursts of emo- 
tionalism. The news that a young At- 
lanta beautician who, in past years oc- 
casionally cut his hair, had died in an 
automobile accident, plunges him into 
tearful sentimentality for hours. 

“\’m just a technician, a production 
executive,’’ Mitch says sometimes. 
“Producing guns has nothing to do 
with these killings, guns don’t kill peo- 
ple: people kill people.” It won't wash 
and it makes his old friends snigger. 
Mitch has been deeply involved in the 
deployment and employment of his 
lethal products. In the early Sixties, 
when he realized that the CIA may not 
have been serious about “terminating” 
Fidel Castro, Mitch became obsessed 
with doing the job himself. A few 
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months after our Sunday cruise in 
Santo Domingo, the Venus was or- 
dered to land an assassination team in 
Cuba; this time, Mitch assured the 
men, they were going to get the hated 
rebel chief. This plan was foolproof. To 
make it so, Joe Rabell and Tom Fun- 
dora led the landing operation in per- 
son. They failed; Fundora shot, Rabell 
captured and sentenced, along with 
the other operatives, to life terms in 
Cuban prisons. 

Nothing daunted, WerBell drove to 
Washington to seek President John- 
son’s help for another attempt at eli- 
minating Castro. Bob Schutz, a White 
House photographer, set up a meeting 
with Bill Moyers, in those days the clo- 
sest personal aide of LBJ. It was only in 
the last moment that the meeting was 
cancelled and WerBell dissuaded from 
laying out his assassination blueprint in 
the Oval office. 

But nothing dissuaded WerBell from 
personally attending to the extermi- 
nation of ‘Communist insurgents” in 
Thailand. King Phumiphon was a long- 
time personal friend; so was Air Chief 
Marshal Dawee Chullasapya, the Royal 
Chief of Staff, who had served in OSS 
under WerBell during World War Il. 
Precisely what happened in the North- 
ern Thai provinces threatened by re- 
bellion is still unclear. The Bangkok 
papers reported “new tactics” being 
introduced by WerBell, who was de- 
picted as a “crusader,” although the 
stories noted that the precise nature of 
the new tactics was ‘‘secret.”” 

The number of live, kicking, trouble- 
making rebel suspects did diminish 
drastically after WerBell began to inter- 
vene; that much is known. The grateful 
King Phumiphon repaired to his favor- 
ite wing of the royal palace—the 
hobby shop, lavishly equipped with 
mail-order yanqui tools—and per- 
sonally handcarved a tiny rosewood 
Buddha for WerBell. Worn on a heavy 
gold chain under the shirt, the royal 
pendant still gets Mitch miraculously 
deferential service in places like Wash- 
ington’s Gramercy Park Hotel, where 
most of the waiters come from Thai- 
land. 

For a while, Mitch strutted around 
boasting happily about his victorious 
little private wars against “Communist 
insurgency.”’ Talking of the cross- 
border sorties against China, he proud- 
ly noted the existence of an old pho- 
tograph depicting “‘the supreme com- 
mand of that operation, which 
included me.” But as assassination 
began to permeate, not merely foreign 
campaigns but the standard operating 
procedures of U.S. intelligence, a sense 
of uneasiness, then concern, ultimately 
guilt began to gnaw at his monocled, 
unflappable self-assurance. 

In the summer of 1974 we attended a 
late-night dinner party at the Virginia 


house of Colonel Paul Reuthier. Colo- 
nel Lucien Conein of the CIA was guest 
of honor; his thin angry wife Elyette, 
who came from mixed Vietnamese and 
French stock, held forth in shrill tones 
about American ‘‘softness’’ in In- 
dochina. The Americans were too easy 
on the Vietnamese; the Americans let 
the Vietnamese get away with murder; 
the Americans didn’t know how to im- 
pose order on the Vietnamese; the 
Americans would have to apply the 
lash in earnest if they wanted to get 
anything done in Vietnam. 

Suddenly | saw that WerBell, who 
had been sitting cross-legged on the 
floor nursing a drink, was on his feet 
and staring at Elyette Conein. “You're 
full of shit,” he said in a low, hoarse, 
slightly unsteady voice. ‘These people 
. . . they just wanna live. Whassa point 
beating’em inna ground? They just 
wanna live.” 

Something odd and dangerous in 
WerBell’s voice made Colonel Conein 
—he had known Mitch for thirty years 
—sit up and narrow his eyes watchful- 
ly. WerBell’s mouth was angry; his 
hand trembled, splattering dark whis- 
key on the rug. ‘‘Come on Mitch,” 
Conein said quickly, ‘‘You’re the one 
full of it. Christ, when you add it 
UPss enone 
“Goddamn it,’’ growled WerBell, “I 
don’t give a fuck, and you know it, Lou. 
Remember that time in  Vien- 
tiene . . .” Conein made a warning 
grimace and WerBell grinned slowly, 
drunkenly. ‘Lou, | don’t give a shit. | 
don’t care if we go Fascist tomorrow, 
the Fascist . . . the Fascist way has 
always been close to me, but god- 
damit... .” 

“Shut up, Mitch,” Conein said heavi- 
ly, “You're too soft for that. A Fascist! 
Shit, you’re too soft to make any kind 
of Communist.” 

The living room was silent for a mo- 
ment, Werbell wiggled his eyebrows, 
made an elaborate Groucho face, 
shrugged and sat back heavily on 
the rug, almost knocking over the 
color television. The Coneins left 
shortly, waving Mitch farewell cordial- 
ly enough, no harm done, | thought— 
or was there? Just how many times did 
this guilty rage overtake WerBell in the 
company of men who were, in a dis- 
tinction Mitch seemed reluctant to 
comprehend, real killers born without 
guilt glands? 


WerBell is an American, and thus no 
stranger to violence, to final decisions 
written with the muzzle of a smoking 
gun. But that is not all there is to him. 
His genius lay in technique, produc- 
tion, in the sort of theatrically manipu- 
lated distribution known as “sales.” He 
had no time for ideology, no interest in 
foreign doctrines. His “hardnosed anti- 
Communism” as he himself described 
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The trouble was that with the explosion of “special-mission’” 
technology pioneered by WerBell and Washington’s new 
permissiveness in the matter of assassination, a great many 


people were dead who were nothing like “enemy agents.” 
a ES a a a et ee 


it, came from a sentimental medley of 
moneyed family tradition, imperial 
temperament, a deep conviction that 
““American is best’’ and cinematic cru- 
sading—Carrier Pilot Mickey Rooney 
donning his legendary green top hat 
and flying off the deck to do outnum- 
bered battle over Korea because “| do 
hate them Commies.” 

What WerBell’s American ethics ex- 
cluded was the sort of mass murder 
which makes police governments what 
they are—brutal dictatorships. America 
was not a police state; whoever said 
that was a shitfaced liar. But as a 
member of the special clique which 
runs U.S. special operations, WerBell 
gradually began to realize that what his 
Secret Team was imposing on smaller 
and poorer countries was an unre- 
lieved police system. 

Now WerBell is in trouble; he is 
trapped in the century’s greatest exis- 
tential dilemma. Albert Camus, the 
great French novelist and philosopher, 
was asked after World War II how he 
found it possible to oppose Nazi bru- 
tality but countenance the occasional 
outbreak of violence which accom- 
panied the liberation of France by re- 
sistence forces. “| suppose what | truly 
reject is institutionalized violence,’ 
Camus said. WerBell would scoff, and 
sneer, and clown a bit to kill the sting, 
but to his mundane perdition and per- 
haps to his eternal salvation, he, too, is 
in the Camus camp. 

In Saigon, the U.S. Viceroy was Am- 
bassador Ellsworth Bunker, a bony, 
starchy autocrat of righteous New Eng- 
land stock. One thinks of him as an ad- 
ministrator who approved only bu- 
reaucratized violence. Before taking 
charge in Vietnam, Ambassador 
Bunker served as the U.S. plenipoten- 
tiary in Santo Domingo. He remem- 
bered the whole sticky scene—moist 
trade winds, craven local politicians, an 
American spook who was always in 
trouble, out after curfew, drunk, his lit- 
tle car stranded atop a bale of Marine 
barbed wire—it took a brigadier to set- 
tle that mess. An American spook with 
a guardsman’s moustache and an inso- 
lent monocle, who could never be 
properly disciplined because he had 
connections. Ambassador Bunker re- 
called Mitch WerBell from the days of 
Santo Domingo with undimmed an- 
noyance. 

In 1969 Mitch started getting in trou- 
ble in Vietnam. There were reports of 
drunken late-night arguments in of- 
ficer’s clubs in which “highly classified 
matters were expounded in an in- 
discreet and critical manner” by a trou- 
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bled WerBell. There was an incident 
near the DMZ where WerBell ‘‘de- 
scribed by eyewitnesses to be in a state 
of inebriation’”’ lunged at a CIA field in- 
terrogator who was preparing to ham- 
mer an ordinary four-inch box nail into 
the left ear of a recalcitrant suspect, 
and “‘halted the debriefing in progress 
by removing the subject from the in- 
terrogator’s office and placing him on 
his transport craft which was scheduled 
to proceed to Bangkok. When advised 
that he had no valid authority to pur- 
sue this course of action WerBell 
shouted, ‘I’m an American general and 
you mothers better get the f... out of 
my way because this poor dumb shit is 
innocent.’ ” 

WerBell did indeed have a brigadier 
general’s simulated rank in Vietnam, a 
distinction normally reserved for the 
highest official visitors, but Ambas- 
sador Bunker did not care for any of 
this; special-operations officers who, 
darn it, already had too much license, 
getting drunk and sentimental over 
Vietnamese suspects. . . . In 1970, 
WerBell was suddenly advised to re- 
turn to the U.S. and faced with accusa- 
tions involving his ‘‘stability and relia- 
bility’’ which, the State Department 
suggested, justified the withdrawal of 
his TOP SECRET clearance. For a 
member of the all-powerful Secret 
Team, as our invisible government is 
now known, loss of the crucial security 
clearance equals dishonorable expul- 
sion. Possibly even more ominous con- 
sequences. 

The War of WerBell’s Warrant lasted 
for months. There were secret hearings 
and furious arguments at the back 
tables of the Metropolitan Club, where 
the Secret Team elders gather in Wash- 
ington to decide the course of events. 
In the end, Mitch and his friends won 
—the clearance was restored—and it 
seemed that the old WerBell magic had 
done the trick again. But that wasn’t it. 
What turned things in WerBell’s favor 
was the Secret Team's need for his ser- 
vices, as never before. 

The Secret Team rose to unprece- 
dented power over America’s foreign 
affairs in the Fifties and Sixties. In 
theory they were just executive and 
operational officers, the President was 
supposed to be in charge of the bu- 
reaucracy, the Commander-in-Chief 
was the main man who gave the 
orders; but in reality every President 
since Eisenhower found himself locked 
into a complex and highly sophisticat- 
ed communications system. He had to 
depend for his facts and assessments 
on the espionage establishment; sys- 


tems analysis demanded that the prin- 
cipal decision-maker act on the 
“input” he received in certain prede- 
termined ways. Kennedy, Johnson and 
Nixon all found themselves following 
the Secret Team’s game plan even 
when they knew that the intelligence 
produced by the C.I.A. or by military 
intelligence was doctored, adulterated, 
lying garbage, concocted to serve the 
Secret Team’s interests. 

And of course many members of the 
Secret Team were Officially not public 
servants at all, they were shadowy, en- 
igmatic, figures who always seemed to 
have a lot of influence, the best ex- 
pense accounts, whispered foreknowl- 
edge of next week’s headlines, and an 
almost superhuman invulnerability to 
getting busted or called to account. 

By early 1971 the Secret Team stood 
at the pinnacle of its power. Let other 
bureaucrats intrigue and bluster; it was 
the ST which made the final decisions. 
In Ecuador various U.S. government 
agencies spent almost 22 million dol- 
lars to support the civilian, constitu- 
tional government; when the Secret 
Team decided that the little banana re- 
public should be under military con- 
trol, they kicked out the civilians and 
told the State Department to wipe its 
nose, write off its losses and stop 
whimpering—even an Undersecretary 
of State could lose his commission if he 
tried to appeal the decisions of the 
clandestine operators. Let the Justice 
Department fume about million-dollar 
drug rings flourishing in Vietnam and 
Laos; if the Secret Team decided that it 
needed the help of the opium over- 
lords in some undercover scheme, the 
narcotics distributors went protected 
and unpunished. 

There are indications—serious in- 
dications which are the subject of an 
investigation just beginning in earnest 
—that in 1971 the Secret Team turned 
its attention from its many subservient 
foreign clients to the one troubled, be- 
leaguered, riot-torn capital city where 
it was not yet in charge: Washington. 
Look homeward, fallen angel: back in 
the good old U.S.A. was where it was at 
anyhow. In 1971, the Secret Team 
moved into the White House with new 
priorities and new goals: to reinterpret 
the Constitution so that the Executive 
Branch could develop “far-reaching 
police powers against subversion and 
lawlessness.”’ 

The trouble was that in the violent 
years of turning other nations into po- 
lice regimes the Secret Team had itself 
become the most subversive counter- 
force that ever threatened the U.S. 
Constitution, and the most lawless 
group of men in the world. Many de- 
tails in this investigation are just begin- 
ning to emerge; others are still being 
sought. But there is evidence that 
when it began pondering the ways and 
means of turning the U.S. into a com- 


puterized police system, the Secret 
Team thought of. . . drugs. 

Led by White House enforcers with 
special powers, a nation-wide police 
campaign was launched to ‘‘combat 
drug abuse.”’ Some of its principal or- 
ganizers, such as Egil Krogh, have since 
served prison terms for their involve- 
ment in the failed Watergate burglary 
of June 1972. But new evidence now 
indicates that the Watergate burglary 
may have been, for all its disasterous 
effect on President Nixon, just an epi- 
sode in a far greater plan. The loudly 
publicized attempts to deal with the 
“drug problem” were in reality the be- 
ginnings of a covert drive to set up a 
national police machinery under the 
centralized command of the White 
House police organizers. 

The giant National Security Agency 
was given secret directives to monitor 
millions of Telex, cable and long-dis- 
tance phone communications; the 
Cabinet Committee on International 
Narcotics Control was formed, and 
under it various enforcement branches 
which began a series of door- 
smashing, pistol-whipping night raids 
against ‘‘suspects’’ coast to coast; new 
border control measures were author- 
ized; and after Nixon’s reelection, in 
the fall of 1972, three veterans of the 
CIA’s assassination programs in the 
Orient, Col. Lucien Conein, John Mul- 
doon and Mitch WerBell, were in- 
structed to rent a large duplex suite on 
the 11th floor of a midtown Washing- 
ton office tower, the LaSalle Building. 
In these spacious new quarters, a team 
of crack engineers were set to work 
manufacturing electronic assassination 
devices. 

Whom were these newly designed 
miniaturized space-age killer gadgets 
meant to ‘‘terminate?’’ There is no 
question that they were to be em- 
ployed here in the United States, but 
there are two privately argued versions 
as to their purpose. The “primary ra- 
tionale’’—i.e. the defense advanced by 
men like WerBell himself in confiden- 
tial discussions—is that they were 
meant to wipe out the ‘drug biggies,” 
the “top pushers” the overlords of the 
opium traffic. 

Of course, ‘‘terminating’’ a suspect- 
ed drug trafficker is, under the U.S. 
Constitution and the U.S. Criminal 
Code still felony murder, whether 
committed by a CIA agent or by acom- 
peting narcotics dealer. But the real 
trouble may be that this explanation is 
not the whole explanation. There is ev- 
idence that the secret assassination 
“capability’’ developed in midtown 
Washington was aimed at much more 
than drug suspects. It was aimed ulti- 
mately at ‘‘subversives’”’ and ‘‘sabo- 
teurs’”’ and then, of course, in the inex- 
orable next step, at suspected 
subversives and saboteurs—i.e. at peo- 
ple whom the CIA and other security- 


obsessed branches of the government 
came to detest heartily enough to wish 
they never existed. 

WerBell shows the strain of this new 
“mission’’; he drinks more heavily than 
ever and by early 1974 he is talking an- 
grily, uncontrollably again when in his 
cups. In mid-November, 1974, | have 
dinner with him, and with a CIA Clan- 
destine Services officer, Walter Mack- 
em, at the plush Embassy Row Hotel, in 
the heart of Washington’s diplomatic 
quarter. We have a furious argument; 
WerBell keeps shouting, “I think the 


government must have the capability 
to take executive action when it has 
to,” but since “executive action” is an- 
other euphemism for assassination, we 
bog down in an argument about just 
when the government “has to” kill its 
opposition, and how to tell “has to” 
from ‘wants to.” The debate lasts al- 
most until dawn, and both Mackem 
and | end up bunking down in Wer- 

Bell’s suite upstairs. 
In the morning, we pour down the 
black coffee. Mackem turns on the 
Continued on page 90 
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She’s only sixteen, but she 
knows how to nasty! 
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Marci Robertson is just 
sixteen—but isn’t she the 
sweetest little piece of six- 
teen you ever saw? She’s 
now a student at a West 
Coast private school, al- 
though she probably won't 
be for long after these 
pictures come out, and, as 
you can see, she’s rosy pink 
both inside and out. Once 
upon a time Marci attend- 
ed a large, public high 
school in a Los Angeles sub- 
urb, Despite the fact that 
she was only a sophomore, 
she was already a cheer- 
leader—and already doing 
the back-seat boogaloo with 
the starting quarterback. 
“Once I got into it,” gig- 
gles Marci, or should I say, 
once he got into it, I just 
couldn't get enough. Every- 
time we went to a dance, a 
movie, anything, I was all 
over his big, stiff cock. Oh, 
it hurt the first time, but it 
was also so nice that I made 
him do it to me again. I 
just love the feel of a man 
sliding in and out of my 
pussy. 

“Anyway, we were doing 
it in a vacant classroom af- 
ter school, and I guess I 
must have been moaning 
and screaming or some- 
thing, because a custodian 
walked in on us, and we 
were both expelled, and 
that’s why I’m in private 
school now.’ Now that we 
have the Pill, hot little 
Marci is even money to 
make it to college. Just one 
more reason to give all you 
can spare to the college of 
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color TV set. On the familiar old 
“Today” show, a clean-cut, modest- 
voiced young American newsman is 
being interviewed. His name is Fred 
Morris and we realize, in a moment or 
two, that he is telling the story of how 
he was arrested and tortured merci- 
lessly by military intelligence agents in 
Brazil, despite the fact that he wasa 
correspondent for respectable old 
TIME Magazine. It is a nauseating story 
of electroshock applied to testicles and 
rectum, of floggings, squeezing, tear- 
ing and crushing the body until it is ab- 
jectly broken. 

“Where was this man interrogated?”’ 
WerBell asks in a hungover voice. 

“In Brazil,’’ | tell him. ‘In Brazil, 
where your old friend General Magal- 
hees runs the military intelligence ser- 
vice.” 

It is a nasty barb, but WerBell is too 
stunned by what he hears on TV to 
snap back at me. 

“But this guy is American,” he mut- 
ters incredulously. 

“Yes,’’ Mackem says without expres- 
sion. 

“This guy is an American,” WerBell 
still can’t quite grasp it. ‘This guy is an 
American correspondent and they fry 
his balls like that?”’ 

“In Brazil,” | tell him. “This was in 
Brazil. But you know the saying: yes- 
terday Brazil, tomorrow Washington. 
It’s all the same old Company. Dif- 
ferent branches, that’s all.” 

Under normal circumstances Wer- 
Bell might or might not throw the silver 
coffeepot in my general direction, but 
now he is strangely subdued. “Send up 


three—no better make that six— 
Bloody Marys,” he tells room service. 
But booze will no longer keep the 
show on the road. 

An aggressive, shrewd and powerful 
Democratic leader, Senator Henry 
Jackson has begun a hard-driving in- 
vestigation of WerBell’s activities in the 
fall of 1974. Behind the scenes there 
are frantic meetings and urgent con- 
fabulations: no matter what the cost, 
no matter who is hurt, the lid must be 
kept on. A couple of weeks before 
WerBell is scheduled to testify to the 
Jackson Committee in Washington, the 
Treasury Department does an odd, un- 
precedented thing. For many years it 
has watched WerBell’s firearms bro- 
kering operations with a benevolent 
eye. Now it sets a trap for him: an un- 
dercover agent of the Alcohol, Tobac- 
co and Firearms Division is dispatched 
to Atlanta, where he approaches Wer- 
Bell pretending to be a representative 
for foreign buyers in urgent need of 
2,000 Ingram submachineguns. Al- 
though there is ultimately no evidence 
that anyone has done anything illegal 
in the course of these negotiations, 
suddenly the T-men move in, arrest 
WerBell’s oldest son Mitch the Fourth, 
and indict him, together with the Wer- 
Bell family corporation, Defense Ser- 
vices Company, on felony charges of 
illegal machinegun dealings. 

The plot now thickens and coils as 
furiously as a man-eating snake with its 
tail in the fire. No one can know for 
certain yet, outside the principal 
actors, just what is happening among 
the many frantic conspirators; the one 
thing apparent seems to be that Mitch 
is holding the bag for the lot of them. 

The indictment means that all the 
might of the United States Senate, all 
its powers to grant witness immunity 
and to threaten with contempt, will not 
coerce a word of testimony from the 


WerBells, for a man who is sub judice 
cannot be made to talk. But then his 
gun business wilts in the heat of a Fed- 
eral felony prosecution. Although the 
government's accusations form as clear 
and contemptible a case of entrapment 
as was ever presented in court, the de- 
fense costs WerBell tens of thousands 
dollars. A few days after the trial opens 
in the spring of 1975, he talks through 
much of the night with a trusted young 
friend: Fred Burger, a local newsman 
known for his fair reporting. Some- 
where between dinner and midnight 
Mitch blurts out the real story of why 
the Secret Team—specifically, the 
C.1.A.—which has protected, favored 
and enriched the WerBell clan for 
twenty-odd years, has suddenly turned 
on him. 

It is quite a story, and there are sup- 
porting indications from other sources 
that WerBell has finally begun to tell it 
like it is down at the bottom line. Al- 
most precisely one year before the in- 
dictment—in the fall of 1973—Mitch 
WerBell and his son are sent on a con- 
fidential errand to Costa Rica. Water- 
gage is heating up and making things 
difficult for the Secret Team all around. 
It is decided to move as many ‘‘sensi- 
tive’ operations as possible, especially 
those bearing on assassination, to ‘‘off- 
shore locations’’—i.e. to foreign coun- 
tries where the CIA has firm control of 
the local police, and where snoops or 
prying journalists could be dispatched 
by local thugs without throwing direct 
suspicion on U.S. spooks. 

WerBell is told that design and man- 
ufacturing operations involving assassi- 
nation weapons and other murder de- 
vices must be moved to Costa Rica 
where financing and protection will be 
provided by a ‘‘deep cover” CIA con- 
duit whose world-wide personal no- 
toriety will protect the U.S. espionage 
establishment from getting involved or 
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“Gentlemen, this year Miss Dunbar will take care of the Christmas bonuses.” 
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fingered even if the scheme springs a 
leak. This CIA adjunct is none other 
than Robert Vesco. 

WerBell is agreeable at first—he is 
promised new facilities, new financing, 
all the protection he needs, ‘Anybody 
who looks crosseyed at you Mitch will 
be taken care of’’—but when he meets 
the fugitive financier at his walled, 
heavily guarded San Jose finca, it is not 
a good scene. Vesco is brusque, domi- 
neering, at times openly conde- 
scending to Mitch. He makes it plain 
who is to be boss under the new ‘‘deep 
cover” setup, and orders WerBell to 
get on with the job of transferring his 
beloved workshop from Atlanta to the 
ee Central American banana repub- 
ic. 

“There is some shit | will not eat,’ 
says a soldier in one of e.e. cummings’ 
most memorable poems, even when 
some fellow-troopers try to change his 
mind by poking a bayonet up his rec- 
tum. WerBell has soldiered long and 
hard for the Secret Team; to play Ste- 
pin Fetchit for ‘a fatfaced thief from 
Jersey” is something he cannot swal- 
low. He returns to his lair in Atlanta, 
broods for a while, then tells his old 
friends in Washington to take Project 
Vesco and shove it up their shredder. 

He is pressured; Mitch roars back. 
Suddenly something happens and the 
angrily whispered altercations, in 
which WerBell’s voice is the only loud 
one, the fierce arguments in the Wash- 
ington hangouts of the Secret Team— 
in the Class Reunion and at Maggie’s 
Goal Post, at the Palm Restaurant over 
thirty-dollar lobsters and at a small 
North Chinese restaurant way back be- 
hind the Zoo, in the stately old Shera- 
ton-Carlton bar and at the Wunder 
Deli Bar in the basement of CIA head- 
quarters at Langley—all of a sudden 
the voices fall silent. 

WerBell will no longer follow the 
...ah... game plan; will he betray 
his old friends? Mitch says “No,” again 
and takes the Fifth before the Jackson 
Committee. He makes it plain there 
will be no squealing. He will invoke the 
Constitution again, as many times as 
necessary: ‘Hell, just call me Mitch the 
Fifth from now on.” 

It isn’t enough. Some of Mitch’s old 
friends stick by him, plead with him, 
defend him. For a while Col. Lucien 
Conein, the bearlike, beer-swilling old 
king of killer teams in Indochina fights 
for Mitch. An attempt is made to find a 
modus vivendi. ATF agents impound 
WerBell’s million-dollar stock of guns, 
machineguns and silencers; from now 
on they may be sold only under official 
supervision. There is no need to spell 
out the message: WerBell can avoid 
bankruptcy—so long as he plays ball. 

But then something happens again, 
something still hidden from view, and 
things come apart. In the night of July 
3rd, just as the bicentennial flags begin 


to appear over Atlanta’s streets, Wer- 
Bell’s closest friend and most trusted 
associate, Col. Robert Bayard is shot to 
death by “unknown assailants” using a 
silenced automatic. 

In Vietnam, Col. Bayard once com- 
manded the secret snipers teams which 
went to work at night using WerBell’s 
weapons. He retired to become an ex- 
ecutive aide for Mitch and stuck with 
him when most of the others left; at 
the time of his death he was the Wer- 
Bell organization’s chief of operations. 
His body receives the stately interment 
of an officer and gentleman at Arling- 
ton National Cemetery: ‘‘This was a 
fine Christian soldier.” But his killing is 
a textbook case of the well-organized, 
professional “disposal.” The Atlanta 
police and the Federal investigators 
who follow the case quietly question 
no witnesses and arrest no suspect. 
There are no witnesses or suspects. The 
killers have come and gone unseen, 
unheard, unpunished. 

WerBell however might have some 
notion of their identity. A couple of 
weeks after the Colonel’s assassination 
he tells a friend of telephone calls: 
“‘They reminded me that there is an 
empty lot left in the cemetery next to 
Bob’s grave.” Was WerBell threatened 
with death? “Let's say | have been cau- 
tioned.” 

Up on a small knoll above Powder 
Springs the lordly WerBell mansion has 
grown quiet. The huge plate windows 
overlooking the private lake grow dark 
after midnight, but inside the clan 
mounts watch. Shadows pass in the 
dim red glow of monitor diodes from 
an electronic sentry system which was 
installed years ago but never really put 
to use till now. In the silence there is 
only the occasional click of an auto- 
matic weapon being checked for load- 
ed. 

In his own desk drawer, in his be- 
loved gun room, Mitch WerBell keeps 
two loaded automatics. One is a Beret- 
ta .38 Espeziale; the other a rare 8-mm 
Nambu. 

“This is a samurai suicide gun,” Wer- 
Bell tells a visitor. “It was made for se- 
nior Japanese officers during World 
War II. See this thing on the side, it 
looks like the standard sear? It’s a se- 
cret trigger. See it? You can hand this 
automatic to someone who holds a pis- 
tol on you—hand it to him flat, muzzle 
out, or muzzle in, looking back at you 
—and by squeezing the hidden trigger, 
you can fire one last round at your op- 
ponent—or at yourself. Not too many 
of these around. Isn’t it a fantastic god- 
damn gun?” 

It is. After midnight the visitor is sent 
off to bed in one of the empty guest 
rooms. WerBell leans back in his black 
leather armchair. He puts both auto- 
matics on the glass desktop, turns off 
the lights, reclines and closes his eyes. 
But he does not sleep. WerBell “OO 


¢ 
Z \\)) © 


)) iy) a 


_fluver SP PSF ERM VV 


) 
~ 


(=! 


ra) \fF 
oS 


> 
Cx 
N 


LOOK CLOSELY... 
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Feeling tired, sluggish, 
and unable to perform? 


Ty LITTLEDEVIL = /. 
STIMULANT TABS ; 


Here is a safe general cerebral and body 
stimulant. No longer need you let that 
tired rundown feeling ruin your sex life. 
If you are feeling sluggish, tired and 
worn out and performing your marital 
pleasures in a general lackluster manner, 
the stimulating qualities of Little Devil 
Stimulant Tablets may be just what the 
doctor has ordered. This tablet should 
help make one feel more stimulated 
shortly after taking. It is a product that 
we can highly recommend if a beat down 
feeling is interfering with your marital 
joys. It can be crushed and mixed in any 
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Does early climax stop exciting moments 
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climax In order to coincide with that of 
your partner. You will feel and 
appreciate the improvement the very 
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FAG HAGS 


vered with sand and beach umbrellas. 
“In some places, the tiles were so slip- 
pery with come that if I’d fallen down 
I'd have gotten pregnant,” Andrea re- 
ports. “Finally, some guy came up mar- 
veling at my tits and wanting to know 
where I’d had them done. When he re- 
alized they were real, | was quickly 
ushered out.” 

A little gross—but what else did we 
expect down here in the depths of Fol- 
som Street? Fag foxes may begin with 
giggles at the hairdresser’s, but it tends 
to get serious. 

To nail the genesis of this situation 
we'd have to back off from out here 
beyond the fringe and rethink our ero- 
tic geography. In San Francisco, it’s 
perfect. Polk Street is the gay main 
drag, so to speak, and it minces clear 
across town along a sexual spectrum 
that starts hetero in the stew zoos and 
bachelor pads and singles bars around 
Ghirardelli Square and runs all the way 
to ultimate kicks on Folsom. At the he- 
tero end are the singles meat—racks 
like The Tender Trap and Lord Jim’s, 
full of ferns and low couches. Further 
on, Polk Street gets wackier. One boy- 
girl pair we know recently encoun- 
tered a frisky gent on the sidewalk who 
grinned broadly, spread his arms wide, 
and urged ‘‘How about the three of 
us?’’ Boutiques purvey deco and 
denims and Greek stuff and funk. Res- 
taurants like Casablanca serve kir and 
salade Rick and atmosphere. Gays and 
straights comingle. Models hang out at 
The Call Board, everyone loves Old 
Uncle Gaylord’s kosher ice cream, and 
Polk slides a little self-consciously into 
the few blocks known as Polk Gulch, 
home of the Hard-On Leathers Shop, 
an assortment of gay bars, the 15-buck 
teen male hookers, and general up- 
front deviance. Further on, Polk cross- 
es Market, and we’re back with the 
bikers and auto body-shops on Fol- 
som. 

Exactly paralleling this incrementally 
outré avenue is the career of many a 
fag fox. It’s generally a straight line 
from impatience with sexual exploita- 
tion in a singles bar to the discovery 
that girls have a whole different cachet 
just down the street. The forbidden 
beckons: the fag fox is born. She goes 
to have her hair done at the futuristic 
chrome salon called Years Ahead, 
where Troy or Bernard let her know 
where the good gay bars are. No stud 
“Shampoo” scene here; just old- 
fashioned gay hairdressers turning on 
their perfect ladies—only the ones 
who are ready for it, understand, the 
nice ones—to the banana daiquiries at 
the Palms, where the wall in the men’s 
room suggests that ‘Life is like cock: 


when it’s hard you get fucked; when 
it’s soft you can’t beat it.”” 

Anyhow, it’s easy for the girls to tune 
in to the gays. There’s a wide assort- 
ment of gay antique dealers and de- 
corators around town. There’s the gay 
male nurse corps, just as you always 
suspected. Hairdressers: more so. 
Flight attendants meet gay stewards 
and ticket-counter clerks. Apartment- 
dwellers get together at the laundro- 
mat. 

It’s easy, and it’s hip. Gays are the 
niggers of the Seventies, the current 
fashionable minority. It’s even polit- 
ical. Liberated ladies find the gay scene 
a refuge from sexism, and they identify 
with the gays’ hassles with social-sexual 
oppression. Feminism has equipped 
fag foxes to handle the hetero hard 
time they may get for consorting with 
poufs. 

“| just tell ‘em to fuck off,’’ Larue 
says. ‘‘The only straight guys | get it on 
with are secure enough to dig the gay 
scene too.” 

Too bad Larue wasn’t on hand the 
night Patty was faced with five visiting 
Baltimore Orioles, all buddies of her 
boyfriend, an infielder. The team had 
just beaten Oakland in a day game, and 
they all wanted to go out and get it on 
a little. Larue would have known bet- 
ter, but Patty took them to Cabaret, in 
North Beach. Cabaret bills itself as bi- 
sexual and au courant, but it looks like 
a crib full of queers to Baltimore jocks. 
Patty couldn’t understand it. The tur- 
bans, the hardhats, the clear vinyl tee- 
shirts were too much for the major lea- 
guers. ‘We went back to their motel in 
Oakland and played cards,” Patty says. 

It’s axiomatic. Trouble starts the min- 
ute a fag fox turns missionary to either 
the hetero world—or, worse, to gays. 
That often happens the night an unu- 
sually good-looking man catches a 
lady’s eye in a gay bar. Of course, this 
fag fox has been digging all her free- 
dom and with-it independence and 
general hipnitude, But she’s good- 
looking too, damn it all, and she’s 
horny, and she’s just not completely 
used to being politely ignored so 
much. So... she checks out that 
bronze hunk over there. Surely he 
can’t be all gay? She knows it’s up to 
her to find out. 

“Listen, you see a man you want, you 
know?” This is Louisa talking, she’s a 
legal secretary. ‘And you just know 
you're going to have him. Then some 
girlfriend sees the gleam in your eye 
and pulls you aside, just can’t wait to 
tell you: ‘Listen, honey, that one’s gay.’ 
Are you going to give up? Not me. That 
man just hasn’t met a real woman yet. 
Maybe he got burned once—and now 
I’m not talking about some fairy with 
plucked eyebrows and Carmen Miran- 
da wedgies. I’m talking about a man, 
one who's maybe a little more skittish 
than most. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF 
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“‘Now, | could sit and bat my eye- 
lashes at him all night and he’d never 
come close. But if | walk over to him 
and say hi and smile, if | just approach 
him as a person, you know, and sort of 
fall in step beside him, get him to like 
me for me—then later I’m going to be 
able to say to him, ‘Hey, man, you’re all 
right. Listen, I’ve got a waterbed and 
some out-of-sight grass—let’s go back 
to my place and play.” 

Louisa pauses to think over her tac- 
tics. ‘Maybe it would be a good idea to 
ask him first what he’s doing later that 
night, so he can’t come up with an ex- 
cuse.”” 

Good thinking, Louisa. But the 
whole reverse-role aggressive lady bit 
seems faintly ludicrous here. That's be- 
cause there’s a fatal strategic flaw in the 
whole deal. If Louisa’s target were in- 
terested in ladies, he’d have dozens— 
he’s a great-looking guy. He also 
wouldn’t be in this gay bar, playing 
grab-ass with the boys. 

This, of course, has been the fatal 
trouble with the fag fox scene. Over 
the centuries it has flickered and al- 
most faded out due to erotic entropy. 
Clio herself is a female interloper in 
gay male history. The few prominent 
fag foxes therein have included some 
samurai ghishas, Leonardo’s patroness, 
certain popes’ spouses, and the Greek 
senate wives’ club. And where did it 
get any of them? More recently there’s 
been Isadora Duncan kidnapping a re- 
luctant lover and spiriting him along 
the Riviera with his boyfriends in hot 
pursuit. And Judy Garland’s doomed 
search among her gay entourage for 
the man who got away. 

Of course the wet blanket aspect of 
the thing is useful in cases like Jackie 
O’s, where the employing of notorious 
escorts—Nureyev, Capote, Helmut 
Berger—confers respectability. Holly- 
wood is used to that scene as well: a 


star’s best friends are her ma- 
| 
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keup/hairdresser/wardrobe — people, 
all of whom seldom are straight. The 
fag fox has shown up before the ca- 
meras as well—notably in ‘Suddenly 
Last Summer,” in which Montgomery 
Clift, playing a gay, sends Elizabeth 
Taylor into the surf in that famous tran- 
sparent-when-wet swimsuit, thereby 
drawing a crowd of young men from 
which he could take his pick. 

Larue knows a little about the baited 
hook. She fell into a kind of gay time 
warp when she took a job running a 
seaside bar down the California coast 
near Big Sur. “It was Maruice’s place, 
and Maruice was an old auntie type if 
ever there was one,” Larue says. ‘The 
place was full of abalone shells and a 
potbellied stove and bunch of old 
comfortable chairs. It was really 
Maurice’s living room, where he and 
all his old auntie friends could sit 
around and kvetch. These guys were 
pretty nice, all of ‘em were around 50- 
plus, and I noticed that they all had old 
dogs—the sorts that were fashionable 
20 years ago: poodles and chihuahuas 
and cocker spaniels. All females. The 
guys really got off on their dogs, be- 
cause they were all getting old to- 
gether, and of course they had no kids. 
Maurice was the only guy without a 
dog, and it took me awhile to realize 
that instead he had me. | was the ul- 
timate pet, the ultimate bitch for him. 
He's give me bracelets and things.” 

Larue’s lover at the time was a fisher- 
man from Monterrey. He and a few 
pals began dropping by the bar to see 
Larue, encouraged by Maurice’s free- 
drinks hospitality. ‘All the aunties real- 
ly dug having the fishermen around. 
That’s when | started feeling like a 
worm ona hook. So | quit.” 

What promises to make today’s fag 
fox scene different is the blurring of 
rigid sexual demarcation lines. Liberat- 
ed persons of all sexual persuasions 
seem less ready to accept stereotypical 
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deactivation is no ponaee a problem. With Nutri-Vita, 
your body gets what the label says. 

Nutri-Vita is many times more active because, we 
use a process known as chelation (from the Greek 
“kelos’’ for claw). In it, minerals are bonded to protein 
with a biochemical ‘‘claw."’ Masked by the protein, the 
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-sex roles. They’re aided by the rising 


social tolerance for behavior that was 
permitted previously only to factions 
from show business and the jet set. De- 
viance has been democratized. 

And sometimes it’s essential. “Any 
fashion model in Amsterdam who 
doesn’t hang around the gay bars is 
crazy,” declares Ingrid. Ingrid is terrif- 
ic, a sophisticated, sexy Dutch girl with 
strange hair. It used to be red, but now 
it’s been blonde for two weeks, and 
the roots are showing because Ingrid’s 
colorist Rikki, who could fix things, is 
breaking up with his friend. Rikki is de- 
vastated, totally unable to work, and 
Ingrid describes her hair as “banana, 
with carrot rising.” And she has to have 
it looking perfect for next week, which 
is April 30, the gay celebratory event of 
the year in Holland because—no disre- 
spect, but it’s Queen Juliana’s birthday. 
“And every queen in town celebrates, 
babe,” Ingrid says. “All the hot models 
go too, including me of course. We 
spend all day getting our makeup to- 
gether. But we never come close to 
those crazy guys in drag.’ In bed Ingrid 
likes things hetero, preferably with 
wealthy married types who mostly stay 
out from underfoot. “You've got to be 
at the DOK if you want to model,” In- 
grid insists. “The whole industry lives 
there—the designers, the agents, the 
photographers. Even the straight 
ones.” It’s a cavernous place with two 
bars, several levels, heavy rock, and an 
international clientele. “When | got my 
abortion | was still living at home and 
my parents freaked, they barred all my 
friends from the hopsital, and the gays 
were the only ones who sneaked in 
with flowers. All my boyfriends disap- 
peared. | found out who | could really 
count on.” 

Ingrid once met Vernon & Angel at 
the DOK—everybody eventually gets 
to the DOK—and here they are now, 
back in San Francisco: What a pair. 
Professionally they’re a dance team, 
currently doing an act-of-love show for 
the tourists in-North Beach. Privately, 
Vernon is bisexual, but Angel has eyes 
only for him. They tend to work a lot of 
their complex off-stage personae into 
their dancing. A recent performance at 
the Off Broadway began with Angel 
doing a slow solo strip. She’s leggy, 
blonde, with perfect high breasts: a 
classic show-biz looker. When she’s 
down to her string, Vernon stalks up 
out of the audience in tight leathers, a 
Nazi cap, and wrap-around shades. He 
snarls and pulls off the sunglasses— 
revealing another pair of sunglasses. 
He rips these off too, then yanks down 
the diagonal zipper on his jacket. A 
large tit flops into view. Vernon sheds 
tit, boots, pants, and black gartered 
mesh stockings. When he’s down to his 
string we see that he’s tall, slender, and 
has long blonde hair matching Angel's. 


Angel leers at the audience and 
pinches Vernon’s ass. She disdainfully 
flicks his infinitesmal nipples. Vernon 
cowers, coy. Angel lifts him, whirls him 
over her shoulder, ravishes him— 
blackout! 

Backstage, Vernon tells us he studied 
poly sci at USC and auditioned for the 
Mouseketeers before meeting Angel 
and getting his act together. He talks 
about how they once got second bill- 
ing behind Sylvia Sims at New York’s 
legendary Continental Baths. He’s one 
of the few people we’ve met who 
pluralizes ““hard-on” correctly in ca- 
sual conversation. He squirms into a 
red plush Gay Nineties number with 
long skirts and a bustle. It’s part of the 
lounge act he’s getting together for 
Vegas, if Vegas is ready. Vernon talks 
about his fuck film career: the early 
days in L.A. gay films, and his recent ef- 
forts with Angel in various Mitchell 
Brothers and deRenzy flicks. “In one, | 
do a scene on the telephone in my Lu- 
crecia drag. The man on the other end 
thinks he’s talking to a woman while 
Angel and | are having sex . . .” 

Angel smiles beatifically, transcend- 
ing explanations and pulling on her 
pants. 

We met V&A via Diana, the High 
Priestess of Androgyny. In fact, she 
caught the show with us. She loved the 
hermaphroditic tit on Vernon. It was a 
rare return to North Beach for Diana. 
Before assuming her title she did a 
highly successful stint in the clubs her- 
self, stripping under the nom-de-nu 
Pussy Galore with her snatch shaved 
into a valentine and “’I left my Heart In 
San Francisco” as her theme song. 

Now she’s into another trip al- 
together. These days, Diana is a sort of 
live-in den mother and mystic advisor 
to a Pacific Heights Victorian full of 
wispy youths. Her male counterpart in 
this baroque assembly is called Erik, 
the Grand Elf. This is fag foxery elevat- 
ed to the nearly-ineffable. 

When we ring the doorbell we are 
met by incense and a slender person in 
a small, finely-figured silk turban. He 
leads us to Diana’s chamber, where 
candles burn at a wonderfully eclectic 
alter: buddhas, crucifixes, occult trin- 
kets, mystic tracts and a small blurred 
photograph of a British spiritualist 
named Dr. Grace Hooper Pettinger, all 
surrounding a crystal ball. 

“Think of me as a gay man in a wo- 
man’s body,’ Diana suggests. We 
think. Diana looks decidedly feminine 
in a taut, frilly, high-necked white 
blouse and a long, brocade skirt. Her 
fingers unconsciously toy with a vital 
button on her bosom. Long soft brown 
hair spills over her shoulders. “Andro- 
gyny is a realization of the total self,’ 
Diana declares. We request details. 

Diana tells us that she hit town about 
a decade ago, a chubby adolescent 
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vealing virgin breasts as firm as un- 
plucked ripened fruit and her smooth 
eager thighs. Her soon to be lover also 
bares his chest. So begins their book of 
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Time BOOK 6 


Hungrily they meet. For them there is 
not enough time to share all their pas- 
sions and erotic desires. They must com- 
press, in a few short moments, all their 
love and seek out new and exciting ways 
of transmitting their love to one another. 
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There is no better way to begin your 
Journey into a new world of erotic sensu- 
ality than with this charming book. Here 
you will visit a young beautiful couple, 
their bodies never entirely visible, yet 
all their erotic longings and deeds of 
physical sharing are plainly in view from 
the first touch to the sweet aftermath 


of fulfillment. $3 
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At his fancy he creates an exotic Orien- 
tal woman. At her desire, he becomes 
the supreme satisfier of her erotic needs. 


» Together they seek out unusual ways of 


mutual fulfillment. Their dreams are 
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Photographs you have ever seen, which 
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Satisfaction BOOK 7 


An acrobatic reverie in which deeply 
satisfying love-making positions are ex- 
quisitely portrayed. Monique, an en- 
chanting and voluptuous woman, reclines, 
nude, on a swing and seductively wel- 
comes her virile lover. Soon he is lost 
in the midst of her deepest perfume, and 
she, in turn, accepts his manhood in 
many fascinating ways. $3 
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She looks so young and innocent, so de- 
licious. “If only we were free,"' he 
thought. And then... they are, alone 
and naked together in an enchanted sun- 
lit paradise. They frolic amidst the 
beauty of nature. He chases her and she 
lets him win. Laughingly they fall to the 
ground in a frenzy of passion and soon 
their bodies are one united. $3 
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They bathe together and watch their 
dreams take shape in the bubbles of the 
bath. Quickly their hands flow to meet 
and explore each other. Reclining she 
beckons her lover to enter her parted 
thighs and eager to share, he willingly 
complies. 


Love BOOK 12 


At first they are engaged in mutual oral 
love. Soon they are lost within the 
beauty of the act and are transported 
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fill their dreams of physical love. $3 
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Enchantment BOOK 9 


A nature nymph and her lover make tor- 
tid and uninhibited love. Then, writhing 
in the hot soothing rays of the desert 
sun, she arches her back towards the 
sky and he takes further oral pleasure 
from her desirous body. 
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While she sleeps he begins to explore 
her magnificent body again and slowly 
she awakes to his tenderness. So begins 
this exciting book where a beautiful and 
exciting couple explore each other in 
ways which you must see and contem- 
plate to totally understand the full range 
of erotic sexuality which is shared be- 
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There could be no better name for the 
last volume in this unique set than 
Rapture. This final couple will lead you 
on the ultimate tour in the world of 
erotic sensuality. They will love each 
other in ways which might have seemed 
impossible before. But now we hope you 
have learned to expand your knowledge 
of erotic sexuality and to more fully 
understand your own eroticism. $3 
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Southern Baptist, just beyond jailbait 
age, looking for action. She hooked 
into the developing Haight-Ashbury 
madness, and did enough speed to get 
skinny. A beauty emerged. Broke, she 
auditioned at a North Beach topless 
bar and got taken up by a gay male 
dancer looking for a partner. As Pussy 
Galore she wowed North Beach, even- 
tually rivaling the great Carol Doda. 
“Women don’t teach women things,” 
Diana says. ‘‘The North Beach gays 
took me into their circle and began to 
polish me and trim me. | became a fe+ 
male drag queen. The gay life fur- 
nished me with perspective. My lovers 
were straight—but | was twisted.” 
Diana says she encountered ‘‘the 
veils between females and the gay 
world” when she explored the sado- 
masochistic scene on Folsom Street. 
Her drag queen outlook helped: 


‘Pussy Galore was ready for it—for the 


screaming Nazi machos with the beau- 
tifully sensitive eyes. Some are demon- 
ic. | had been trained in North Beach 
to be the perfect submissive woman, 
flowing with whatever fetish my lord 
and master demanded. What a good 
whore has to know is what's happening 
between men on Folsom Street: how 
to give a good rim job, how to fuck 
withadildo... 

“Sadism teaches one how to trust. At 
its apotheosis there’s no pain at all, 
only a sensuous and mellow love. | 
went further, encouraged by my gay 
mentors. | learned the tantric secrets of 
kundalinis, witchcraft, the nun’s 
frenzy, why a good prostate massage is 
so much fun, what fist-fucking is all 
about. | tried to make myself the per- 
fect gay lover—despite my woman’s 
body.” 
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“At 33 ’'ve become a connoisseur of good 
% sex books and sex manuals. The Spirit of 
4 Seventy Sex illustrated an incredible world. . . 
the world of marital aids and I’ve discovered a 
new sensation. . . something between mastur- 
bation and intercourse. . .” 


The publishers of the 
most sensational book 
of the year are making 
the most sensational 
offer of the year to any- 
one twenty-one or over. 


THE SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SEX 
is the first full-length book (160 pages) to 
deal comprehensively with the subject of 
available sex toys in the western 
world. Sex toys are known by many 
names: marital aids, dildos, adult 
novelties, etc. None of the “trade 
names” are very descriptive. The authors 
of the SPIRIT OF SEVENTY SEX 
do not beat around the bush as it were, in 
their completely entertaining and often 
shocking first hand account of just what 
sex substitutes really are, what they 
do, and what they don’t do! After 
reading this completely unique book, you 
will be intimately acquainted with several 
hundred items—many of which should 
make you blush! These “toys” are for real 
and come in every conceivable shape, size 
and form you can imagine. They come in 
shapes and sizes you probably can’t 
imagine as well! Some items are battery 
operated some are manual—some are a 
combination of both, but we can guar- 
antee that there is something for every- 
one no matter how bizarre or straight your 
sexual philosophy might be ... Thou- 
sands of books are published each year 
dealing with sex. Most of the books come 
and go as fast as the publishers. 

It’s a book that deals with real people 
who deal with real sex objects like love 
machines, 6 foot dolls—male and female 
—that could make live sex partners ob- 
solete! It’s a kind of whole earth cata- 


logue of sexual paraphernalia, not a lot 
of hot air. 

To back up our claim that this is the 
greatest sex book offer in two-hundred 
years, we are offering anyone 21 or over 
who takes part in Philharmonic’s BI- 
SEXTENIAL OFFER the choice of any 
one of 5 EROTIC GIFTS WITH VALUES 
UP TO $9.98—FREE! Be sure when 
ordering your book to circle the number 
of the FREE EROTIC GIFT you want! 


7"’ VIBRATOR—The cordless wonder! 
Nationally advertised for $9.95. 


ORGY OIL—!t lubricates, softens and 
soothes leaving an exciting sensual 
feeling inside and out. . . 


EXCELLO STIMULATOR worn by man 
to aid in increased clitoris sensations! 


ADULT PACIFIER—World's greatest 
erotic item ever. Great conversation 
piece! 


$5.00' certificate which can be used 
towards purchase’ of one of the 200 
items offered in this amazing book. 


THE COUPON FROM THIS AD with 
your signature must accompany order 
or FREE GIFT cannot be shipped. This 
offer is good until JULY 4th, 1976. 


THE FREE GIFTS REPRESENT JUST 
5 OF THE 200 ITEMS YOU CAN READ 
ABOUT AND ORDER WHEN YOU 
RECEIVE YOUR COPY OF THE SPIRIT 
OF SEVENTY SEX... 


It should be noted that all orders are 
shipped promptly with the utmost dis- 
cretion. Be sure to state you are 21 or 
over or we cannot process your order. 
Air mail deliveries are available at a 
$2.00 additional charge. 


PHILHARMONIC PRESS LTD. 
P.O. Box 86 


Oceanside, New York 11572 
DEPT. SW-C1 


Please rush my order for Deal #12345 
(circle number desired) 


Enclosed is $5.98 plus 75c postage. 


[Name 
{Address 


[City 


State/Zip 


HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL! 


How to help her 
fantasize having sex 
with you. 


Learn all the scents 
that turn her on. 


How to touch her 
so she will 

go mad 

with desire. 


How to caress 
her breast so 
she'll want 
desperately to 
sleep with you. 


How to turn 
her navel into an 
errogenous zone. 


IMAGINE BEING SUCH A GREAT LOVER 
WOMEN CAN SEE IT IN YOUR EYES! 
Here is a book that can turn you into such an ex- 
citing lover women will sense your sexual powers 
the instant you walk into a room. The book is 
called HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL. 
And it’s guaranteed to turn you into the kind of 

lover women just can't wait to go to bed with! 


. OVER 160 LUSCIOUS PHOTOGRAPHS! 

HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL con- 
tains over 160 luscious photos that show 
you—step by exciting step—how to turn on a 
woman. In these incredibly frank pictures you'll 
see an expert lover touching, holding, and seduc- 
ing an unbelievably sexy-looking woman. Each of 
the more than 60 chapters tells you exactly what 
arouses a girl. You'll learn—in their own 
words!—women’s most secret pleasures, the 
things they love so much from a man they can't 
resist him. Ina single reading you can become the 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS! 


Pick up girls anywhere! In bars, buses, trains, even on the 
street! It’s easier than you ever dreamed possible. HOW 
TO PICK UP GIRLS will show you, more than 100 


surefire techniques, including: 
e 


How to make shyness 
work for you @ Why a man 
doesn’t have to be good- 
looking ® Why girls get horny 
@ 50 great opening lines @ 
World’s greatest pick-up 
technique ®@ How to get 
women to pick you up ® How 
to succeed in singles’ bars. 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS 
contains in-depth interviews 
with 25 beautiful girls. They 
tell you exactly what it takes 
to pick them up. Send for 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS 
today and pick up any girl you 
want. HOW TO PICK UP 
GIRLS costs only $8.95. It 
makes picking up girls as easy 


HOW TO 
PICK UP GIRLS! 


or 


Featuring interviews 
with 25 beautiful girts! 


as tying your shoes! 


SWANK 


How to let her know 
you're a great lover, 
just by looking at her! 


How to arouse her with 
a single kiss. 


This is one soft hot 
* spot. She has two 
more she wants you 
to know about! 


When to grip her 
here to bring her 
to climax! 


How to know 
exactly when 
she wants you 
to unzip her! 


kind of man a woman recognizes on the street as 
a great lover. These are just a few of the fabulous 
techniques you'll learn and master: 

® where to touch a girl first * how to make a 
woman “let herself go’ ® the aphrodisiac touch 
® the positions girls like best * how to get a girl 
out of her clothes ® what's special about a single 
girl © how to excite a girl with just words ®how 
to give a woman multiple orgasms ¢ and 
hundreds of other fantastic techniques, most 
of them illustrated with exciting photographs! 
Most guys think you have to be good-looking or 
rich to attract lots of women. Not true!! HOW TO 
MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL will teach you 
overnight how to thrill women so intensely they'll 
see it in your eyes, recognize it in your walk. After 
you've read this book. . .and looked at the pic- 
tures. .. women will see you in a whole new, ex- 
citing way. Don’t waste another day of your life. 
Order HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL 
today! ©Eric Weber, 1975 
SSScR Sees seen snneseeneseee, 


Mail to: ~ 
Symphony Press Inc. Dept. S-B12§ 
PO Box 515 


Tenafly NJ 07670 

____ HOW TO MAKE LOVE TOA 
SINGLE GIRL 
Only $12.95 plus $1.00 
postage & handling 

__ HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS 

Only $8.95 plus 75¢ postage 
& handling 

_____ Both Books—Only $19.95 
plus $1.00 postage & handi- 
ing 


Name 


City State 


Books come in non-identifiable wrapper. 
SSSSUS SESS TESS 


We scribbled furiously. “By now, I 
could no longer deal with straight 
lovers. It was all a lie. | found a mali- 
cious joy in turning straight guys on to 
what no nice girl would do for them, 
then passing them on to my hot, gay 
roommate.” 

Then: a religious revelation. Pussy 
Galore abandoned North Beach and 
the Folsom scene to move in with the 
Grand Elf and another gay guru named 
Rob. She became Diana. She and Rob 
and the Elf started what she calls ‘‘a 
spiritual commune of intensely beau- 
tiful young gay men deeply involved 
with the cult of the gay Jesus. | identify 
with Mary Magdelene.”” 

It all has to do with an occult outfit 
called the Order of Melchizedek. Its 
namesake had something to do with 
Abraham. Followers believe that Mary 
Magdelene and Joseph of Arimathea 
smuggled the Holy Grail to England 
after the crucifixion. There’s some- 
thing about Mary the Virgin versus 
Mary the Harlot. Much more we can- 
not tell you. 

But we do learn that the turbaned 
adept who ushered us in is Rob, one- 
third of the household leadership, and 
Diana’s Jesus figure. 

They’re planning to get married just 
as soon as they get their sex life to- 
gether. 

They've been working on it for two 
years, ever since they fell into obscure 
and equivocal love. “Sometimes he’s 
my sister, my brother, my aunt—even 
my mother,” Diana says. 

They relate largely through costume. 
Diana calls it “running.” “I'll run the 
harlot: I’ll resurrect old Pussy Galore. 
Red and black lace—! really know that 
role. Or I’ll run bull dyke in men’s 
slacks, shoes, sports coat and tie, with 
my hair brushed under a short wig and 
a fake moustache under my nose. Or | 
run young boy in tennis shoes, tee 
shirt, baseball cap. Tonight I’m a mid- 
Victorian lady.” 

And so she is, complete with cameo 
broach. She calls it ‘creative schi- 
zophrenia.” Later, we talk with a few of 
the adolescent wraiths who comprise 
the junior members of the Order and 
who appear to spend much of their 
time drifting around in their capes and 
trying each other’s eye shadow. 

“Living here is like stroking your 
mind 24 hours a day,” sighs one, sitting 
in a high round chamber filled with 
plants and large pillows and a floures- 
cent 15-foot hanging lucite model of a 
DNA molecule. A massive slick tome 
on “The Art of Ancient Egypt” seems 
wholly at home on a low round table. ° 
“Think of the mind as a penis.” 

“Is it anything like sex without or- 
gasm?” we hazard. 

“Oh no!” Diana exclaims. ‘It’s or- 
gasm without sex.” 


C) 


How To Make Your 
Erotic Fantasies 
me True 


“Just think how excited you get by merely dreaming about 
yourself in erotic situations. Then, try to imagine what it 
would be like to actually have those fantasies come true!” 


If you ever wanted to make your most 
secret fantasies come true .. . but didn't 
know how to do it . . . read the following 
article. It was written with you in mind. . . 


By H. CHARLES NATHAN 
and MILTON A. CLEMENT 
Private Enterprise Researchers 


You might not know it . . . but it’s quite 
normal to have sexual fantasies. 

You also might not know it. . . but there 
are ways to actually make your fantasies 
come true. 

We’ll show you how to get women to 


satisfy your most secret fantasies . . . re- 
gardless of how strange they may seem to 
you. 


HOW TO MAKE YOUR FANTASIES 
COME TRUE is a book that will show you 
how to get women to actually ‘‘act out’’ 
your fantasies with you. 

There are dozens of women who'd be 
more-than-willing to help make your fan- 
tasies come true. And whatever ‘‘sex 
game’’ tums youon. . . we know how you 
can get these women to play it with you. 

What’s more, you can forget about what 


you look like — or how much money you - 


have in your pocket. These women will be 
interested in one thing only: acting out your 
fantasies with you. No more - no less. 

There are countless types of fantasies. 
Much too many to mention here (we 
wouldn’t be allowed to mention most of 
them in this publication anyway). 

But frankly, there really isn’t any reason 
to list them all. Because we know how to 
make absolutely any fantasy of yours come 
true. And we’ll show you how easy it really 
can be. 

From ‘‘bondage’’ to ‘‘threesomes.”’ 

From ‘‘leather’’ to ‘‘whatever.”’ 

Now you can experience it all . . . with 
beautiful women. 

And we do mean “‘beautiful’’ women. 

Women with long silky hair and soft 
shaply bodies. Women who smell so good 
and feel even better. 

There’s a whole new way of enjoying 
sex. Completely different from anything 


you ever experienced before. And now, it’s 
available to you. 

Just think how excited you get by merely 
dreaming about yourself in erotic situations. 
Then, try to imagine what it Would be like to 
actually have those fantasies come true. 

Needless to say — you may soon be hav- 
ing ‘‘one helluva time’’ for yourself. 

Right now, we're going to make you a 
few guarantees. Unfortunately, it’s a 
proven fact that you probably won’t believe 
any of them (research proves that most 
people don’t believe in guarantees). But 
we’re going to take that chance. All we ask 
is that you hear us out. 

Here we go: 

We guarantee that you'll learn exactly 
how to get beautiful women to make your 
most secret fantasies come true. 

We guarantee that you’ Il be able to get the 
type of woman you’ve always dreamed 
about. Whether the ‘‘woman of your 
dreams’’ is middle-aged or much younger. 
Whether she’s a housewife, secretary, 
nurse, or student. You'll be able to get 
“‘your type of woman’’ to fulfill your most 
personal fantasies. 

We guarantee that you'll start meeting 
these women within two weeks after receiv- 
ing our material. If it takes any longer, 
simply return the material. We'll mail you a 
full refund at once. 

Since we are trying to be as frank as 
possible . . . we have to make one thing 
clear to you: 

It will be quite easy for you to get beauti- 
ful women to make your fantasies come 
true. This much, we can guarantee. How- 
ever ... we honestly don’t know if our 
techniques will make it any easier to pick up 
girls or seduce them. Nor do we know if it ll 
be any easier to get women to fall in love 
with you. 

Of course, it is quite possible that our 
techniques could help you in these areas 
too. We simply want you to understand that 
the “‘main purpose”’ of our techniques is to 
make your fantasies come true. Anything 
else they may help you with is sort of an 
“‘extra bonus.”’ 


HOW TO MAKE YOUR FANTASIES 
COME TRUE costs only $7.95. Not a bad 
investment for something that might easily 
introduce you to a whole new way of enjoy- 
ing sex. 

Take a few seconds . . . right now. Ask 
yourself if you seriously want your fantasies 
to come true. 

Be honest. 

If you don’t, you can stop reading now. 
All you lose are a couple of minutes of your 
time. 

But if you honestly do want your wildest 
fantasies to come true ... send in the 
coupon now. You might lose a few more 
minutes of your time . . . but it'll be well 
worth it. And you can believe that. We're 
not about to start lying to you at this point! 


PUBLISHER'S NOTE: It is the firm opin- 
ion of the publishers of HOW TO MAKE 
YOUR FANTASIES COME TRUE that the 
writers of the above article should be consid- 
ered to be experts on sexual fantasies. And 
if you have (or have had) any desire to ‘‘act 
out’’ your personal fantasies with beautiful 
women, we sincerely suggest that you take 
them up on their offer now. 


Fsliverman Research, Dept. SW-176 =) 
| P.O. Box 9204 | 
| Prov., R.I. 02940 | 
I'm tired of merely thinking about myself 
| in erotic situations. I want to make my fan- 
tasies come true. | 
| Rush me HOW TO MAKE YOUR FAN- | 
TASIES COME TRUE. Enclosed is my | 
| check for $7.95 plus 55¢ for postage and 
| handling. f 7 | 
I can expect to start ‘acting out’’ my fan- | 
| tasies with beautiful women within two weeks |: 
after receiving my material. If it takes any 
longer, I may retum the material (within 30 | 
| days) for a full refund. 
| I understand my material will be sent in a | 
plain wrapper. l 


| Name ......secesesseeeseesseesssreeeesseereessers | 
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Complete Control For The Over Eager Male 
STA-HARD SPRAY 
Now You Can Go On and On and On 


Does early climax stop many exciting moments of 
sexual intercourse? This is a common problem that 
Sta-Hard will help you with, Sta-Hard Spray 
contains benzocaine and is three times stronger 
than our cream. it is a safe, proven, scientific 
compound that can be sprayed directly on the 
penis without the knowledge of your partner. It 
will help you delay your climax in order to 
coincide with that of your partner. You will feel 
and appreciate the improvement the very first time 
that you use it. 


STA-HARD SPRAY $6.95 


For A Stiff Erection That Will Astound You And 
Delight Your Partner 

ERECTION PILLS 

Results Are Immediate and Long Lasting 


Don't leave her unsatisfied. Erection Pills can make 
even the limpest of men powerful, Give her what 
she’s craving. Be the big man you always wanted to 
be. This preparation is a must for those of you who 
are having difficulties in obtaining and maintaining 
a fulfilling erection. Instant action guaranteed. 
Your money back if not completely satisfied. 


ERECTION PILLS $6.95 


Not Getting It Up Lately? 
STA-HARD PILLS 
For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme 


Has a stimulating power. Ideal for a bailing hot 
time. Will enable you to go on and on and on. 
What more can we say than is already said by the 
name of this fine preparation. Effects will last for 
hours. Also ideal for turning her on. This pill will 
do everything we say it will or your money wiltbe 
Immediately refunded. This pill can be mixed in 
any type of drink. 


STA-HARD PILLS $5.95 
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NOW YOU 
CAN PROLONG 
SEXUAL RELATIONS 
AS LONG AS 
YOU WISH 


A learned sexologist has discovered an easy to use, 
uniquely new sex miracle that instantly allows you to 
maintain the male erection as long as you want... while 
completely eliminating premature and untimely climax. 

When you apply “ULTRA-STALONG” you are im- 
mediately ready to begin...and continue the sex act 
with any partner, the way you want—at any tempo you 
want... without ever losing control. 

“ULTRA-STALONG" is completely non-detectable so 
she'll never know you're using it. It’s also greaseless, 
odorless, non-toxic and 100% safe. No more “strain- 
ing” or “holding back.” “ULTRA-STALONG” will never 
let you down. 

For your privacy, “ULTRA-STALONG” is mailed ina 
plain envelope, complete with instructions. If not fully 
Satisfied, simply return the label within 10 days for full 
refund. NOTE: NOT available in stores. Sold only 
through the mail. (No prescription needed.) 

Do not accept immitations. “ULTRA-STALONG” is 
the only genuine potency product. 


# i i Moroer toon ee ie 


Send Cash; Check or Money Order To: 

BB SHoRE PRODUCTS, Dept. sw-i7s fal 
Box 427, Bronxville, New York 10708 fi 

30-Day Supply Only $5.95 

i 60-Day Supply Only $8.95 (SAVE $2.95) a 

a 90-Day Supply Only $10.95 (SAVE $6.90) ® 
HER ge eels Crk OT ton eee Bae 
(Ce one pe Eso ernric maeonAptee : 
CRY eet ee apices StaleA a ds sth A) REN ey 
EEE ER eee eee 

SWANK 


PROBLEMS IN SEX? 


GET WHAT EVERY MAN NEEDS 
WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS 


SKANDIA DISTRIBUTORS Dept. sw., 
Box 430 Canal St. Station New York, N.Y. 10013 


Do You Need Help? 
INSTANT ERECTION OIL OR CREAM 
Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight 


Instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to 
help you get an instant erection when rubbed on 
the head of the penis, It is skillfully compounded 
into a sensuous true fruit flavored oil base. When 
rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 
penis, it causes a flow of biood to rush into the 
penis, alying you an instant erection. Not only 
should it give an instant erection, it should cause 
the penis to get harder and larger for a prolonged 
period of time. Like the Instant Erection Cream, 
this new and amazing product is for men who have 
tried everything else and have no luck. No jonger 
need you let the best of joys that life has to offer 
Pass you by. With this fantastic product you too 
can now stand up and be counted. You owe it to 
yourself to try some today. 


OIL $6.95 


CREAM $6.95 


Guaranteed To Make Her Hot 

IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 

Do You Measure Up? You Can. Unbelievabie in 
Their Effect. 


Ginseng is a plant which is chiefly grown in the Far 
East, especially in China. The Chinese have used it 
as an aphrodisiac for over 1,000 years. Ginseng has 
recently been introduced into the United States 
and is very popular. Legendary writings say 
Ginseng is highly effective in awakening and 
Producing sexual desires in men and women alike. 


We have added our imitation Spanish Fly to the 
Ginseng to make it work faster and longer. We have 
also made it easier and more pleasant to take now, 
in a capsule. We are making it available to you, the 
public, at a price you can afford. If you need 
Ginseng you cannot afford to be without it. 
Ginseng is sometimes called “‘The Turn-On Root". 
To quote S. atelngold:: ...if you think you have 
been turned on before you ain't seen nothing yet". 
Try our Ginseng with Spanish Fly Capsules and 
find out what he means. Can be emptied and 
mixed into any drink. 


24 TABLETS $8.95 


and have her 
(or him) at 
your sexual 
command, 
anytime... 
ANYWHERE!!! 


“IMPULSE” was created to sexually stimulate and ex 
cite the person you desire, Made from carefully blend- 
ed erotic spices, ‘IMPULSE’ entices her (or him) to 
think of love and respond eagerly to your wishes. 

If you've ever wanted to have intimate relations with 
acertain person but could not succeed, then you owe it 
to yourself to try this unique apostate love formula. IM- 
PULSE mixes easily in all kinds of drinks and is com- 
pletely safe and tasteless. It can be used on either sex 
and is mailed in a plain package complete with instruc- 
tions. If not fully satisfied, return within 10 days fora 
complete refund. 


mammm §6©ORDER TODAY ==—= 


Send Cash, Check or Money Order to: 
PROGRESSIVE SALES, DEPT. sw-1 | 
Box 310, New Rochelle, New York, N.Y. 10804 
| D 5 Portion Size only $4.95 i 
112 Portion Size only $7.95 (Save $3.93) | 
024 Portion Size only $11.95 (Save $11.81) i 
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THE ISLAND’S ONLY DENTIST 

Continued from page 61 

were more like claws, many fingers, no 
soft hand, seized my forearm. “Now 
wait a sec,” she declared. I’m sure she 
was deeply moved, for only under the 
stress of strong emotion does an in- 
telligent and highly educated psychia- 
tric therapist and wife like Mrs. Raven- 
ough use such banal language. ‘““Now 
wait a sec,” she said, “my daughter was 
talking to you, Bruce.” 

My wife was waiting. My children 
were waiting. They would all want to 
hear the story of how my tooth got re- 
paired by a local dentist whom | was 
fortunate enough to meet on the 
beach, at this western shore of the 
mysterious Atlantic, but now there 
were complications. These were not of 
my making. Nevertheless, | would have 
to wait a sec and see them through. 

“A psychiatrist can be disbarred, dis- 
banded, malpracticed—whatever it’s 
called—for getting involved with a pa- 
tient,” Dr. Ravenough mused, “but in 
this case, a dentist, umnm—” 

“I'm a married man!’’ | said. Two 
children! And I’m thrice your 
daughter's age—”’ 

Mrs. Ravenough was counting on 
her fingers, using her therapeutic 
hands several times over. 

“| can’t, Sir. It’s impossible. I’m com- 
mitted to others. | was just in a weak- 
ened condition after all my tooth 
worry.” 

Dr. Ravenough was calming and 
stroking my arm. “All right, all right, 
easy now. That seems to be settled 
then. If we just keep it between our- 
selves, no need for it to come to the at- 
tention of the ethics committee. She’s 
not licensed to practice yet, anyway. 
Too young, you know.” 

“1 know,” I said. 

“You may go,” said Mrs. Ravenough 
with a certain chill. She should have 
remembered that | am married. She 
chatted with my wife on the ferry; she 
told her the kids are healthy and 
charming. A few weeks ago, coming 
over, | lit her cigaret twice in the wind, 
which is not easy. We were just pulling 
into the cove. 

“As for the permanent crown, 
said, leaving. 

“VIL do it! I’ll do it!” cried Sharon, 
my beautiful Sharon whom | would 
never again possess utterly on the floor 
of her playhouse and dental studio. 

It was not to be. O lost. “I'll have it 
done by my regular dentist on the 
mainland,” | said. ; 

She understood. She looked down at 
her dear small toes. Flaking clear po- 
lish. She muttered these parting words, 
and | knew my trust in her had not 
been misplaced. “If it starts to ache a 
little, don’t worry. Just rinse your 
mouth in warm salt water. But if it starts 
to throb, hurry right back to see me, 


Bruce.” 


Me | 


1 Can Make You 


Appear to Be 0, MILLIONAIRE 


ii 


®GET LOANS, MORTGAGES, LEASES QUICKLY ON 
JUST YOUR SIGNATURE! Say “Good-bye” to co-signers, 
collateral, red tape and turn downs! You'll even get 
preferred rates. | will show you howl 

@GET AN $11,000.00 CAR FREE! You will drive aroundina 
shiny new Lincoln, Cadillac or Mercedes (your choice) 
without putting up a nickel of your own money! | will show 
you two ways to do itl 

®@GET A $90,000.00 HOUSE WITHOUT MONEY! My two- 
step S/M/P plan will put you in your dream house without 
any cash in front! You'll be amazed how really simple itis 
once you know how! 

@MAKE YOURSELF A MILLIONAIRE IN SEVEN DAYS! Of 
course you'll only be a paper millionaire, but to everyone 
except ultra-sophisticated financial people, you'll appear to 
be very wealthy. 

@ACQUIRE AN EXECUTIVE OFFICE WITHOUT 
SPENDING A NICKEL! 

®@OPEN A $50,000.00 BANK ACCOUNT! All you need is 
$25.00 in cash and my instructions on what to do. This very 
same maneuver was used to maintain a $1,000,000.00 
bank balance for a noted organization. 


@ATTRACT GLAMOUROUS WOMEN! They'll hang on you 
like flies! It'll be your choice, blonde...brunette...red- 
head,..any day of the week! My S/M/P plan will show you 
how! 


@ CREATE EMPLOYMENT RECORDS, HIGH SCHOOL 
DIPLOMAS, COLLEGE DEGREES, ETC.! S/M/P will 
teach you the important techniques of creating an impres- 
sive background for yourself to open up new job markets 
that can earn you $30,000,00 to $100,000.00 a year and 
even more! 


@CARRY EVERY MAJOR CREDIT CARD IN YOUR 
WALLET! Even if your credit is presently ‘NG’, my S/M/P 
manual will teach you how to acquire every major credit 
card and the advantages of all they represent. 

@OPEN AS MANY CHARGE ACCOUNTS AS YOU 
DESIRE! My S/M/P techniques will get you that AAAt+ 
rating at the best shops in town, You can then acquire furs, 
jewelry, furniture, sporting equipment, ete, in 24 hours just 
by placing a phone call! 


Ji has in Just 


I've done it and I've enjoyed new cars, luxurious homes, fat bank 
[a \ accounts, the best foods, wine, women and best of ail, lots and lots 
of money! | will now sell you my secrets and... 


y | WILL TEACH YOU HOW TO: 


@GET V.1.P. TREATMENT WHEREVER YOU GO! You'll get 
the royal treatment at hotels, restaurants, resorts, etc. Yes, 
the best tables, the best food.,.and they'll even pick up the 
tab. S/M/P will teach you how to live it up! 

@GET YOUR CREDITORS OFF YOUR BACK! | will show 
you a $10.00 legal move you can make yourself to end 
creditor harassment for up to five years. This is not any form 
of bankruptcy! 

®@ENJOY ALL KINDS OF VACATIONS ABSOLUTELY 
FREE! See the world via S/M/P! How’s free air fare? 
S/M/P’s got that for you too! 

@ACQUIRE PROPERTY WITHOUT MONEY! Take your 
pick Commercial . . . Residential Recreational 
Agricultural! Yes, fortunes are made everyday in real 
estate. S/M/P’s simple techniques will make you rich! 

@VANISH...YES, COMPLETELY DISAPPEAR AND 
CHANGE YOUR IDENTITY! This may sound fantastic but 
it's not hard to do if you know how. My S/M/P manual will 
explain it alll 

@BORRCW AWAY YOUR DEBTS! My ‘Smart Money 
Plans” will easily get you out of debt while giving you 
enormous borrowing power! 

®@START A PYRAMID SALES DEAL THAT'S LEGAL! | will 
show you how to set up a deal that can make you a 
millionaire in 8 months! 

@CREATE A LEGAL CHAIN LETTER! S/M/P will tell you 
where it's legal and give you a sample of the letter. You may 
even gross $2,000.00 a day! 

®@BUY AND SELL STOCK WITHOUT MONEY! Here is 
another of the S/M/P techniques that can make you rich 
very quickly! 

@®START YOUR OWN UNIVERSITY FOR UNDER 
$100.00! Why not acquire a Ph.D. or other valuable degree 
for yourself? Remember degrees are worth money. S/M/P 
will teach you how! 

@BECOME A TAX EXPERT AND FINANCIAL 
CONSULTANT AND LET OTHER PEOPLE DO THE 
WORK! You'll receive fat fees for your services and all you'll 
do is sit in a chair! 

@STOP PAYING PROPERTY TAXES FOREVER! This 
S/M/P secret ends property tax payments instantly! 


Fowy Weeks! : 


‘y GET SMART & LIVE GREAT! 


@USE A SIMPLE CHART IN THE S/M/P MANUAL! It’sthe 
chart | used to climb from a $100.00 a month gross business 
to $245,000.00 a month in 90 days! 

@WIN AT ANY SPECULATION! S/M/P teaches you how to 
wheel and deal and win! S/M/P teaches you how to 
minimize the risks and come out on top everytimel 

@CREATE A REAL ESTATE EMPIRE USING OTHER 
PEOPLE'S MONEY! Many persons have gone from rags to 
riches with this plant 

@STOP YOUR CREDITORS COLD! Even if law suits have 
already begun S/M/P will teach you how to use the Federal 
Courts to protect you, Yes, $/M/P will give you the inside 
information on the Federal Bankruptcy laws. Don't let this 
frighten you. It's one of the most beautiful things around. It's 
being done everyday by businessmen and individuals. This 
information alone is worth thousands! 

@DECORATE YOUR HOME WITH $10,000.00 WORTH 
OF VALUABLE FURNITURE FREE! 

@GET HUGE FEES JUST TALKING TO FRIENDS! 

@GAIN POLITICAL POWER IN YOUR AREA IN NINE 
WEEKS! 

@GET THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS WORTH OF 
RESALEABLE MERCHANDISE FROM WHOLESALERS 
AND DISTRIBUTORS ON CREDIT! 


@QUICKLY AND EASILY SOLVE MOST PROBLEMS... 
WITHOUT WORRY! 

@TRIPLE AND QUADRUPLE 
SAVINGS! 

@GET $50,000.00 IN FREE LIFE INSURANCE! 

@GET A FREE HOUSE IN A RESORT AREA! 

@HAVE 5000 PEOPLE MARKET YOUR PRODUCT IN 60 
DAYS! 

@START A MULTIMILLION DOLLAR ADVERTISING 
CAMPAIGN WITHOUT A NICKEL! 


@SET UP 500 HOME MANUFACTURERS IN TWO 
WEEKS! 

®@GET $300,000.00 IN STOCK TRADED PUBLICLY 
WITHOUT S.E.C. FILING! 


INTEREST ON YOUR 


THIS IS THE MOST IMPORTANT LETTER YOU WILL EVER READ! 


PLEASE GIVE ME TEN 


My name is Sid Rosen. I've been a wheeler-dealer all my life and I've been involved in 
hundreds of successful businesses. Let me tell you what I can do for you. 

I will make you appear to be a millionaire.,.in just four weeks! I will teach you how to GET 
SMART AND LIVE GREAT! I will teach you how to capitalize on human nature, human 
emotions and human greed. I will teach you to open previously locked doors, create 
unlimited opportunities and place yourself upon the glittering path to financial prosperity 
and success, I will help you to acquire and enjoy all the marvelous things in life you've 
always dreamed of having but felt you would never get — like a luxury cruise around the 
world, a color T.V. in every room, expensive cars, luxurious homes, beautiful clothes, 
gourmet foods, cameras, gadgets, you name it. | Will Show You How To Get It! 

I have learned (the hard way) that it is possible to create the “illusion” of great personal 
wealth quite easily in today’s credit oriented economy. Notice now, thatI have used the term 
“jNusion”...for that is exactly what our entire capitalistic society is based upon, 

People, including you and J, believe what they see! We presume a person tobe wealthy when 
seeing his expensive home, high priced cars, well tailored clothes and luxurious lifestyle, 
You've probably heard the saying, “It Takes Money To Make Money” and you probably have 
also heard the saying, “You Can Only Borrow Money When You Have Money.” The truth that 
I will teach you is that in today's economy it only takes “THE ILLUSION OF HAVING 
MONEY"...to make money and it only takes “THE ILLUSION OF HAVING MONEY"...to 
borrow money. Remember this, in today’s financial marketplace, most money transactions 
are merely bookkeeping entries and nothing usually changes hands but scraps of paper, 
This is one of the secrets I will reveal to you in great detail! 

Are you having trouble borrowing money? Making loans? Getting mortgages? Leases? 
Credit Cards? Charge Accounts? | will change all that! I will start you on the road to building 
an AAA+ credit rating that will enable you to get cash, mortgages, houses, property, credit 
cards, furs, jewelry, airline tickets, just about anything...in hours on just your signature or 
even on the telephone! 


I will teach you to wear the hat of a millionaire no matter what your present situation, 
occupation or past history, My “Smart Money Plans” will enable you to drive a luxury car 
for which you paid nothing; move into a luxurious home with no money down;walk into a 
bank and get a $10,000.00 signature loan and mingle in the top financial and social circles of 
your community. S/M/P will even cover your tracks if necessary; misdirect credit 
investigations. It will even show you how to disappear and become another person to start 
all over again if necessary free from past obligations. 

I'll tell you this...I call many of my plans “secrets” because I don’t think that more than one 
person in a thousand knows any two of them and perhaps only one person in fifty thousand 
knows all of them. And believe me, most of my secrets are astonishingly simple, just 
requiring the right knowledge and a little brains, guts, gumption, time and effort! 

My exclusive S/M/P manual will explain my many techniques in detail with step-by-step 
instructions on how to make them work. With this information in your possession, you will 
have the knowledge to get everything you desire in a matter of weeks, not years. There has 
never been a revealing ‘insider manual’ published like this before. Everything...and I mean 
EVERYTHING You Need To Know Is In My Manual, which will be sent to you ina plain 
envelope. 

The price of my manual is $10.00 plus your signed pledge that you will not duplicate or 
otherwise, reproduce or resell my secrets. 

Now, I know that most of the people who read this letter will not act upon it. They will be 
suspicious, timid and unmoved by what I have revealed here. They will reject it quickly as 
some kind of con game or a lot of bull! This is good and thisis as things should be, becauseif 
there were too many people with enough faith in themselves to act on my “Smart Money 


MINUTES RIGHT NOW! 


Plans,” it could be made useless to the rest of us, This very fact, that so few people have the 
sense and guts to try, makes my secrets remain secrets and makes the opportunities for the 
rest of us smarter and more aggressive people practically limitless! 

So to you who will not act, please accept my thanks. Your indecision and inaction will help 
make the rest of us rich! I will leave you with this closing statement. Every word in my 
manual is true! Every technique workable exactly as stated and can be put into immediate 
operation. I offer my manual to you only once! [haveno future discount deals or the like. My 
offer is $10.00 for the complete manual and you gamble that $10.00 on yourself. There are no 
refunds and I guarantee you no extra charges or come-ons for additional money. I have 
absolutely nothing else to sell and, of course ,I will keep your name completely confidential. 


It's your move now! 
Sid Koten 
PS. I've added a fantastic entire section that will teach you how to Extract Gold From Your 
Credit Cards.I will teach you to raise your credit card ceiling from $200.00 to $10,000.00 or 
more in minutes...How to raise $5,000.00 in cash in one hour on your credit cardseven when 
you can’t get aloan anyplace...How you can use your credit cards to make hundreds of extra 
dollars on business trips, vacations, visits to relatives with absolutely no work 
involved.,.How to go into debt with your credit cards and end up making seven times your 
investment...How to pyramid your credit cards into $10,000.00, $20,000.00. even $30,000.00 in 


cash when opportunity calls. Yes, I'll teach you all this and more. You've Got Gold In Your 
Pockets And You May Not Even Know It...BUT YOU WILL LEARN SOON! 


Mr. Sid Rosen 


Fact Research, Inc. 
serbia 415 Lexington Ave., Suite 304, New York, N.Y, 10017 
ear ls Osen, 


Please ship me by Certified Mail your complete "SMART MONEY PLANS” Manual, | hereby give 
you my pledge that | will not copy, duplicate or resell the secrets and techniques | will find revealed in 
your manual.| confirm this pledge in writing with my signature on the line below. 


Dept. SK-302 


Signature ow 

Ot have enclosed $10.00 in Full Payment. 0 Cash © Check 0 M.0. © Master Charge 
Ct have enclosed © $2.00 deposit. Please send my S/M/P Manual c.0.0. 
IMPORTANT: COPY ACCOUNT NUMBER FROM YOUR MASTER CHARGE 


bytes My CARD a 
Name on EXPIRES: l 


Master Charge 


Print Nome 


Address 


Cy CT yt 
SAVE MONEY! Enclose Full Payment and SAVE Post Office & C.0.D. charges! 


© 1975 Fact Research, Inc. 
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“Dear Sirs, 


Your new ribbed condom is 
far out! I thought you were putting us 
on but as soon as I felt the ribs 
everything began to melt right out 


of me?’ 


Sincerely, 
Andrea D. Age 23 
N.Y.C., Se 


Stimula? a revolutionary new condom 
delicately ribbed to give a woman gentle, urging 
sensations. Yet, with a shape and thinness that 
let a man feel almost like he’s wearing nothing at 
all, Made with a new “nude” latex that transmits 
body heat instantaneously, Stimula is supremely 
sensitive. It's anatomically shaped to cling to the 
penis. And SK-70, aremarkable silicone lubricant 
works with natural secretions so Stimula’s scien- 
tifically patterned ribs can massage and caress a 


woman effortlessly. Send for e 
your sample today. The Stimula Condom 


Letary~ 
er ’ 


Stamford Hygienics Inc., Dept. Sw-5 
114 Manhattan Street, Stamford, Conn. 06904 


one ce me: Migr re Box) 
$3 sampler pack of 12 Stimula O S sampler of 5 different 
O Si sampler pack of 3 Stimula erotic condoms (15 pieces) 


Free catalog showing our entire condom line sent with order. 
Name 
Address 
SC —— es Zip. 


OCheck OCash OM.O. Enclosed 


Coninued from page 81 


This Hot Sauce 
Sermonette 


of thousands of carrots in a market 
wagon thru the Paris darkness to the 
Ritz Hotel and then in and thru the 
lobby, thas jazz! 

It’s our internal history, doctor, 
yours & mine, which has led to their 
external kicks, the food we’ve eaten, 
the orange pops drunk, the old Fox 
Movietone newsreels which’ve be- 
come their camp, I’m not knockin it, 
just saying that no matter how they’ve 
latched onto Montana westerninjun 
stylegroove they still never dropt the 
Bomb as we did, never really proved 
their Jazz as we done, never lived thru 
jazz-murder (Nagasaki ‘n Sam Cooke 
shot-in that motel, man) just jazz-nice, 
and we who’ve known jazzblood know 
there ain’t no beauty without the dues 
we've paid, a-men! Yes, lemme say it 
again, they’re all shufflin off to Buffalo 
in their Yank rhythms and Duke Wayne 
style upndown the Kings Road in Lon- 
dontown and Le Drugstore in Paris and 
those plaques to Orson Welles and Ho- 
ward Hawks in that Barcelona movie- 
temple but it’s still from the Outside in 
—Tokyo bessball, Soho striptease, luv, 
Vegas-type gambling in Haiti—and 
they've yet to liva de life! I’m not sayin 
they’re not gettin their whiff, that 
things American, things dreadfully 
amurrican, aren’t becoming part of 
their heads, splittin them painfully 
compared to their old polkas and pa- 
godas—keerist it must be tough to 
wear French schoolboy pants and 
monogramjacket ‘n say “jive motha- 
fuck’’ in English to show your mom 
how hip you are! generation-gapcrap 
in classic cultures must make for rotten 
vibes ‘tween fathernson, | can feel it— 
but they’re not on the human griddle 
as we are every flapjack moment of our 
lives! Itsa fun for them, and novelty, 
and a sweet spinetinglin rush to fool 
around with boots and jeans and hip- 
talkytalk, with bitty dope and Boone 
Farm vino and frisbees, but that’s not 
their whole lives as it is some of ours, 
brain-damage, America! We gotta 
make our way thru this turf of ours, 
thru these brains of ours as if we were 
cuttin thru a wilderness without chart 
or precedent: “Does life get any easier 
as you get older?” Ruth Kligman asked 
me ‘bout 15 years ago, and | wanted to 
tell her, that’s not only life you're askin 
‘bout Ruthie, that’s American life, 
crazy life, life without a compass, sur- 
real life, post-human life, rocket-life, 
hang on, Ruthie, that’s what we’re all 
a-doin! Grab yer partner and do-si- 
doe, the livin’s high but the moanin’s 


low! 6) 


Stl the fantastic 

© Eatbask % 6© MEDI-STRETCH 
APHRODISIACS . pels eae. 
MARITAL AIDS STIMULANTS ee. ee ape, rake 


Better no matter how good 
it is now, It fits any adult 
male and may be adjusted 
for your comfort at any- 
time. It can be worn while 
you walk, work, sit or 
sleep. Within a short period 
of time you'll find an in- 
ERECTION PILLS crease in satisfaction with 
your sexual performance. 
No add-ons, creams, ex- 
tenders, or dangerous 


PLACEBO 


Don't leave her unsatisfied. These pills are a must for H 
MA2 These pills are formulated those of you who have erage! batalla yt cate: 
to make even the limpest difficulties in obtaining watch your love lite bd 
24 Pill of men powerful, Give her and maintaining a fulfilling tomorfaw 9 
Hs what she’s craving. Be the erection, , 
big man you always want- 
$6.95 ed to be.” N MAI Each $14.95 


PLACEBO 


PLACEBO 


STA-HARD PILLS 


MA4 


MA3 Extremely powerful pill These pills are a real break- 
Has a stimulating effect What more can we say than containing assorted exotic through. A must for the 
24 . when used properly. Ideal is already said by the name spices. Makes some women man who has difficulties 24 Pills 
Pills for a balling hot time. Will of these fine pills. It will frantic with sexual desire, getting women to cooper- 
enable you to go on and take a while for you to feel Turn them on as easy as ate. 5 95 
$5.95 on. the effects but then the snapping a finger. A real $5. 
effects will last for hours. breakthrough 


PLACEBO PLACEBO 


LOVE STIMULATOR BALL-MORE PILLS 


PILLS 


MA6 


Use it yourself or give it to These exciting pills take a Having a hard time getting These pills have been spe- 
a friend, man or woman. little while to work but the her to say yes? Ball-More cially formulated to give . 
J Be prepared for fast excit- effects last for hours, Can Pills are just what you you the extra leverage 24 Pills 
24 Pills ing results. Guaranteed to be mashed up and dis- need. Administer as direct- when you are getting rashes 
make a lover out of the solved into liquids of al! ed and watch her become a tance, May also be mashed $6.95 
$5.95 most timid. kinds. roaring tigress. and dissolved into drinks at 
bars, nightclubs or private 
parties. 


PLACEBO PLACEBO 


CAPSULES 


es, Whether you use these on Just the right item to make 
MA7 A rare combination of im- This product is one of our yourself or a friend, male a hot party even hotter, MA8 
ported and domestic spices old tine stand-bys. We or female, you'll get some whether it be a large gath- 
24 Caps formulated to make what don't have to say much fast acting results. Can be ering at a club or a small . 
we consider the finest ig about them as we believe mixed in liquid expecially intimate gathering at 24 Pills 
$5 95 tation Spanis ly avail- the action they will cause at bars, nightclubs and home. Orgy Pills will add 
. able today. speaks louder than words, Private parties. life to any party. $7.95 


DRIVE HER WILD Oil or Cream 


An amazing, environmental sensitizer in a sensuous straw- 
berry scented oil. This new and amazing product is for 
women who are having sexual relations and not getting the 
utmost enjoyment that sex can give you. It will also help 
those who are contemplating sexual relations but are too 
frigid to try. Drive Her Wild Oil when applied to the nipples 
or clitoris will stimulate and sensitize them arousing your 
sexual desires and helping you get the utmost enjoyment 
from sex. This product is formulated and works exactly like 
the Drive Her Wild Cream except that it is in a strawberry 


flavored and scented sensuous oil base. 
MAII Oil $6.95 MAI2 Cream $6.95 


imitation SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 


Ginseng is a plant which is chiefly grown in the Far East, 
especially in China. The Chinese have used it as an aphrodis- 
iac for over 1,000 years. sinseng has recently been intro- 
duced into the United States and |s very popular. Ginseng is 
highly effective in awakening and producing sexual desires in 
men and women alike. We have added our imitation Spanish 
Fly to the Ginseng to make it work faster and Jonger. We 
have also made it easier and more pleasant to take, now ina 

tablet. We are now making it available to you the public ata MAI4 
price you can afford. If you need Ginseng you cannot afford 

to be without it, Ginseng is sometimes called “The Turn-on 24 Caps 
Root."" To quote S. Steingold “.... if you think you have 

been turned on before you ain't seen nothing yet." Try our 
Spanish Fly w/Ginseng tablets and find out what he means. $8.95 


STARTIME INDUSTRIES, INC. pepT sw-176 Send $5 deposit | 
P.O. Box 702 Cooper Sta for all COD orders 1 


N.Y.. N.¥. 10003 | 
ALL ITEMS SOLD AS NOVELTY ONLY 


INSTANT ERECTION Oil or Cream 


Instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to help you 
pet an instant erection when rubbed on the head of the penis. 
t is skillfully compounded into a sensuous tru fruit flavored 
oil base. When rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 
penis, It causes a flow of blood to rush into the penis, giving 
you an instant erection, Not only should it give an instant 
erection, it should cause the penis to get harder and larger for 
a@ prolonged period of time. Like the instant Erection Cream 
this mew and amazing product is for men who have tried 
everything else and have had no luck. No longer need you let 
the best of joys that life has to offer pass you by. With this 
fantastic product you too can now stand up and be counted. 
You owe it to yourself to try some today. 


$6.95 MAIO Cream $6.95 
WILD PASSION CAPSULES 


A combination of exotic spices and ginseng “The Root of 
Virility,"’ Has been used by the Orientals for over 5,000 years 
to increase sexual! virility and prolong life and potency. The 
MAI3 contents of these cansules can be emptied and dissolved into 
liquids of all types. No matter whether you take them your- 

24 Caps self or give them to a friend, either male or female, Wild 
Passo Capsules should help you to have a more exciting and 

fuller life, 


the original 
STA-HARD CREAM 


Does EARLY CLI- 
MAX stop many 
exciting moments of 
sexual intercourse? 
This is a common 
problem. STA- 
HARD is an odor- 


WE ARE SO SURE 
OF THESE PRODUCTS 
THAT WE GIVE YOU 

THIS NO RISK 

UNCONDITIONAL 


D bom enclosing $ in full payment 


: one for the following items Howl 
LeSam’ containing GUARANTEE Ber aoelide: 38 doesn, pleas’ Eecal aaricer 
Benzocaine tha tend following items C.0.D. for 
may be applied di- ENON ea the balonce plus C0.0. charges 
rectly peni 
without the know- YOUN! If for any 


material | am enclosing $I for explicit 
brochures ond $2 coupon. 


reason you are not 
completely satisfied 
in any manner 
shape or form all 
you have to do is 
return this refund 
coupon to us with 
the unused portion 
of your merchandise 
for a full refund, 


ledge of your wife. 
it will help you 
delay your climax in 
order to coincide it 
with that of your 
wife. You will feel 
and appreciate the 
improvement the 
very first time that 


ou use it. 
MAI5 2/3 02. Tube $5.00 


i 
Clam interested in sexually-criented L -_ 


Nome —_ 


Address — 


City, Stote. Zip — 


tam over 2) years of age 


Signature 


(ADVERTISEMENT) 


GET RICH - MAKE S$ § § 


WITH A TAP 


*40,000 per year possible - ‘10,000 part time 


SWORN STATEMENT 
This a bonafide offer with high 


All you need is a tape recorder or an inex- 
pensive cassette recorder. .You can 
operate as our licensed TALENT SCOUT. 
You discover, meet and audition beautiful 
talented people. Girls, groups, fellows — 
Anyone interested in a recording career. 


Our studio does the rest. Millions are made | 


in records every year. If we accept your 
audition tapes, you make cash + royalties 
on all singing or musical talent you find us. 
There are THOUSANDS of talented people 
in your own area just waiting to be dis- 
covered. It’s easy, fun and profitable !!!. 
It’s clearly a remarkable opportunity in a 
wide open field. Send only $10.00 for 
complete kit, I.D. card and sample phono 
graph records. 


POT-KIT 
KNIFE << 


i 

Ys 

Only $7.00 N 

Plus $1.00 for Postage y 
and Handling 


* Cutting 
Edge 


profit potential. 


| Mr. Frank “Enclosed is my | 
Omega Records $10.00. Please 
Dept. SW-1 rush Talent 
| 1831 Chestnut St. Scout Kit.” | 
j Phila., Pa. 19103 
pean | 
| Address | 
City State Zip | 
I own a tape recorder. | 
| I do not own atape recorder. | 


Complete 
with 
Carrying 

Pouch 


Cork ‘ > 
Screw Bottle 
Opener, 


m™ 
Pipe 
Cleaner 


Holder 


This unique item will be an aid to the discriminating smoker for many 


enjoyable hours! Comes 


Send for Free Catalog for Outrageous Headgear. 


in either Red or Black. 
DEPT. NK 


RARE TREASURES,LTD; 30-30 Northern Blvd; Dept. NK; L.I.C.,N.Y. 11101 


WITHOUT TENSION 


Fulfilling, long lasting, tantric sex. A love 
life transcending looks, compatibility, years 
together, gimmicks. Practiced by millions in 
the Far East. $4.95. 


“A new and enlightening approach to sex” 
Playgirl 


COSMIC SEX by Kane Omega 
Published by Lyle Stuart 
Optimus Books, P.O. Box 360, 
Gracie Station, New York, N.Y, 10028 


EMBARRASSED BY 
STRETCH MARKS? _ 


. . . Stretch Mark 
. .. ashamed to 
wear a swim suit... use 


miracle SOOTH-AWAY. Rich 
emollient Lotion Loaded 


will not alter the skin, 
Structure! Morning and 
evening caress your thighs, 
waist, hips, stomach, but- 
tocks, breasts with SOOTH- 
AWAY . . . Fantastic! Gen- 
erous 4 ounce supply only 
$5.00. SPECIAL! 2 for, 
$9.50. Shipped in Plain 
Wrapper. Sorry, No COD’s. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
American Image Ind., Inc. 
76 Park Ave.S0.0EPT.S-805-w/ 
New York, N.Y. 10010 


108 SWANK 


DELIGHTFULLY 
DIFFERENT! 


FLOWER 
COSTUME 


HE'LL just LOVE you in your 
costume of exotic flowers with 
their soft, silky petals. 

@ Also sensational for big 
swinging parties and balls. 

@ And an exciting delight for 
photography sessions. 

(The flowers go on and come 
off easily and gently. 


Send only $7.95 


DIANE’S 
P. O. BOX 30291 
BETHESDA. MD. 20014 
MD. RESIDENTS ADD 4% TAX 


UPHOLSTER ANY VEHICLE—START 
WITH YOUR OWN CAR OR VAN! 
4 business so big, growing so fast, you 
need an appointment in most auto trim 
shops! Send for FREE MASTER PLAN, 
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET on learning 
auto upholstery and interior customizing 
in your spare hours. No experience 
needed. VET APPROVED. 
AUTO UPHOLSTERY INSTITUTE 


SEND FOR FREE AUTO TRIM 
CAREER BOOKLET AND FREE FACTS 
ON HOME TRAINING PLAN TODAY! 


l Auto Upholstery Institute, Dept, SNK - l 
1205 W. Barkley. P.O. Box 16, Orange, CA 92666 
Please rush me the big illustrated 
auto upholstery fact book at no charge 
| Name = ——— Ape | 
Address = 
City ___ State — j 


letters 


DURANCE VILE 


Dear Editor: 

| am presently incarcerated in Fish- 
kill Correctional Facility, and my 
reason for writing you at this time is 
somewhat unusual, but very sincere. 
As you may well imagine one of the 
most difficult parts of being impri- 
soned is the total separation from the 
voluptous creatures and the joyous 
lifestyle that your fine magazine is de- 
dicated to. While | was free side, | 
managed never to miss your mag on 
the newsstand. | must confess that | 
was indeed a religious advocate of 
what your publication propagates! 
After my apprehension for enjoying 
one of nature’s most elevating herbs, | 
was deprived of the pleasures of the 
monthly reading of your magazine. 
Yesterday, however, a fellow inmate 
was kind enough to afford me the op- 
portunity of reading his, needless to 
say | was overjoyed to discover that 
the quality of your publication had 
not diminished. 

My problem is this, although the ad- 
ministration allows us the privilege of 
subscribing to your magazine, | have 
been reduced to earning the paltry 
sum of $1.25 a week. This is money 
that the state allots me for five days of 
work, and that is more than con- 
sumed in supplying myself with the 
necessary toilet and hygenical articles. 
| would without hesitation enclose 
the money for a year’s subscription to 
your magazine if only | had it; how- 
ever | do not. | appeal to you to send 
me your magazine until such time as | 
may acquire the funds to support my 
own subscription. Please send a ray of 
light into my dismal days. 

| sincerely thank you for your at- 
tention and understanding in this 
situation. 

E.G. 
Beacon, N.Y. 


Ray of light on its way. 


© . 
GIVE... () 


sO Mar will live \ 


HEART FUND 


Contributed by the Publisher 


Now...added Super Wide Panoramic Lens 
views entire room from corner to corner! 


SPY EVE eo UP 


New incredibly designct 
sees through walls, floors, ceilings 
or anything up to seven inches thick. 
Yes, You See All without Being Seen! 


The private lives of young women are infinitely more interesting 
than the public image most women put forth! Today’s quiet, 
soft-spoken girls who populate the everyday offices, schools 
and hospitals during the daytime quickly change roles come 
sunset. HIDDED SECRETS OPEN UP 

As you would expect; in the cover of dark; totally new female 
personalities emerge; secretaries who appear virgin-like be- 
come sexual nymphomaniacs; spinster schoolteachers turn 
into loving lesbians and the stiff collared nurses evolve into 
self-lovers. You have to see it to believe it. And you can see it 


with . . . the NEW WIDE-ANGLE VIEWING FREE 10 DAY HOME TRIAL 
SPY EYE! YOU ARE THERE 


HOURS AND HOURS OF VIEWING ENJOYMENT AND “INVISIBLE” Mirobar Sales Corp. SW-176 
You may employ this ‘‘simple to use’ device | You remain unseen 
to your hearts content AND FOR WHATEVER _ | behind solid 
REASON YOUWISH. There are no limitations | 400"S, walls, 

to its use. And no special license is required. a: 
You may install SPY EYE on a temporary or 
permanent basis in any wall, door, ceiling or |the entire room — 

floor. You receive complete instructions 1and all that's in it! 
showing how SPY EYE penetrates solid jorononononm 
structures while you REMAIN COMPLETELY § SPY EYE 


Box 444 
Great Neck, New York 11021 


Please RUSH me the SPY-EYE’s ina plain 
unmarked package. | have checked the 
number | wish to receive. | may return 
them within 10 days for a 100% refund. 
Full payment is enclosed. 


(1 for $8.95 [ 2 for $15.95 
(3 for $22.95 


a 
See Se Sees Se Ss 2S eS Se SSS 


§ § —— Please add $1 for postage and 
UNNOTICED. § An absolute 100% § & handling. 
“WORTH 100 TIMES THE PRICE” § Money-Back Guarantee § 
SPY EYE is purposefully priced low enough } SPY EYE must be everything you be- Name 
for you to afford more than one. Youwill find } lieve it will be. Yes, SPY EYE must § andres _ _ 
dozens of personal situations for SPY EYE eaaat a wheelie: s sovlctbe City 5 
_ $0 be prepared by ordering several. You th behets otind Ne cacions Chats Zip 


hes os ce ee Se eee eee Se eee 


may use SPY EYE at home, at the office or asked. n 16s kev PbO 
anywhere you wish to see without being seen. POR X nO Or Or Orr rw rn sso seme 


j YY 
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About the Author 
Helen Singer Kaplan, M.D., Ph.D. is one 
of the country’s leading authorities. She is 
Clinical Associate Professor of Psychiatry 
and in Charge of Student Teaching of 
Psychiatry at Cornell University College of 
Medicine. She also serves as Head of the 
Sex Therapy and Education Program at 
the Payne Whitney Clinic of New York 
Hospital. She also conducts a private prac- 


tice in psychoanalysis and sex therapy and 
has authored 30 publications. 


TABLE OF 
ILLUSTRATIONS 


1, Woman face up 
2. Woman face down 
3, Man face down 
4, Man face up 
5. Masters and Johnson 
position for stimulating the 
woman's clitoris and Vagina 
' 6. Masters and Johnson posi- 
tion for stimulatiing the 
_ man without erection 
7. Woman touching man’s erect penis 
8, Man touching woman’s nipples 
9, Female superior-nondemanding thrusting 
10. Male inside female from rear—touching 
her clitoris 
. Female alone masturbating with finger 
. Female masturbating with vibrator—male 
is present 
. Male stimulating female’s clitoris 
. Male orally stimulating female’s clitoris 
. Bridge-male stimulating female’s clitoris 
while he is inside 
. Bridge-female stimulatiig her own clotoris 
while he is inside 
. Bridge-male is kneeling, female is stim- 
ulating herself with vibrator while male is 
inside 
. Female inserting her own finger into 
vagina 
. Female inserting catheter into vagina 
. Male inserting his finger into woman's 
vagina 
- Male inserting an object into woman's 
vagina 
. Female stimulating male when he is 
partially clothed 
. Couple stimulating each other—she is 
partially clothed (fantasy) 
. Famale is stimulating male orally 
. Female is stimulating male manually with 
petroleum jelly 
. Female superior—female stimulating 
male's erect penis 
. Female superior—inserting his penis into 
her vagina 
. Male masturbating—female’s back is 
turned 
. Male masturbating—female is in his arms 
. Female stimulating male—his hand is 
on hers 
. Female stimulating male’s penis near her 
vaginal entrance 
. Female touching male's penis during 
coitus—male superior 
. Female touching male’s penis during coi- 
tus—"'doggy”’ fashion 
. Coitus with female's legs tightly closed 
. Semans’ maneuver—female is stimulating 
males penis manually 
. Semans maneuver—female superior 
coital position 
. Side-to-side coitus 
. Squeeze 
. The Kiss 


Now a famous sex therapist and doctor shows you 


HOW TO GET RID OF 
THESE COMMON 
SEX PROBLEMS. 


How long can you sustain an erection? 
Prolong intercourse without ejaculating too 
soon? Can your wife or partner let herself go? 
Can she feel enough excitement to reach orgasm 
regularly with you? Even more important, can 
each of you please the other in every sexual 
way without holding back, without feeling anx- 
iety and guilt? 

If none of these problems bother you, you 
are a rare person indeed, Or maybe you're kid- 
ding yourself. For today, sex problems are 
much more common than you think. Enlight- 
ened men and women, realizing the need for 
help, are going to private therapists and clinics 
at costs of $3,000 and sometimes more. But 
now, there’s no need to consider this kind of 
expense. Now you can benefit from new discov- 
eries in the field of sex at a small fraction of 
this cost. 


The First Home Program 
of Sex Guidance 


At last a famous sex therapist and doctor has 
put together a proven program of sex exercises 
and erotic methods that you can practice in the 
privacy of your own home, These successful 
techniques are currently being used at the 
Cornell Sex Clinic. They are explained in clear, 
direct language. And since mere words cannot 
do justice, they are illustrated down to the last 
detail. This startling manual can increase your 
sexual pleasure and self-confidence 10 fold. 
Now you can begin to achieve joys and satis- 
factions every adult hopes for, but few accom- 
plish. Here’s a sample of what you'll learn: 


How to Prolong Intercourse 


Sex should be like a long, satisfying gourmet 
meal, not a quick, frustrating episode. Too many 
men ejaculate too soon, when in fact, almost 
anyone can learn how to delay climax, how 
to enjoy hours of sexual pleasure. You'll learn 
two methods including the “squeeze” technique 
in use at the Cornell Clinic. You'll see how you 
and your partner can vary the pace, control 
pleasure with finesse plus the best sexual posi- 
tions to maximize satisfaction. 


How to Reach Feeling 
of Total Abandonment 


Good sex requires a complete abandonment to 
the erotic experience. Yet many men and women 
overcontrol themselves and are afraid to let go. 
Here are effective, yet simple steps to break 
down this resistance and reach free, uninhibited 
sexual response. After practicing these erotic 
methods, your whole sexual life could take on 
new meaning and dimension. 


How to Sustain an Erection 

This can be a humiliating problem. Forget it. 
Here are three proven methods you and your 
partner can share, plus several points of guid- 
ance that can make you into a new man. 


Now, for Every Woman, 
the Pleasures of Orgasm 


This problem is one of the great “sex wreckers” 
of our time. It's clouded by myths, misunder- 
standings and groundless fears. Here are three 


erotic exercises which bring success. You'll be 
taught the bridge maneuver which adds a new 
dimension to intercourse. You'll learn the best 
positions to use, also why 50% of women prefer 
to reach climax with techniques other than 
intercourse alone. 


How to Arouse a Woman 

The cold, passionless woman will find a new 
sense of discovery. Here are four erotic steps 
that develop excitement and passion in a natu- 
ral, easy evolution free of anxiety and guilt. 
These methods have worked for others. They 
will work for you. 

The Illustrated Manual of Sex Therapy, pub- 
lished by Quadrangle/New York Times Book 
Co., is truly an unusual book. Only recently 
published, already 37,000 copies have been sold. 
It candidly illustrates how to put sexual tech- 
niques to work, (it’s hard for couples to visu- 
alize sexual positions and practices if all they 
have to go on is a string of words), And each 
series of techniques is tailored to the individuals’ 
and couples’ needs. 


Are You Ready for Change? 

Perhaps, the real question is, “Do you really 
want to change your sexual life?” Surprisingly, 
many people are actually afraid of achieving 
sexual success. They have hidden fears of un- 
leashing uncontrollable passions. Nothing of 
this kind will happen. 


Try This Remarkable Program 

at Home for 14 Days 

We're sure of the practical, proven help you'll 
find in this startling manual. Send for it by mail 
(you'll receive it in a private, sealed carton). 
Put the erotic methods to work. Start to enjoy 
a whole new experience. If at the end of this 
time, you’re not satisfied, for any reason, re- 
turn the manual and your money will be re- 
funded immediately. You have nothing to risk 
whatsoever. 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 


RS-1858 | 


Magda Press, Inc. 
380 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10017 
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Please send me in a private sealed carton, \ 
a copy of The Illustrated Manual of Sex 1 
Therapy. Enclosed is my check or money L 
order for $14.95 plus 75¢ to cover postage 4 
and handling. If not satisfied, I can return ; 
the manual at the end of 14 days and my 
money will be promptly refunded. (New ! 
York residents, add 7% sales tax, please), I 
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Mr. 
Mrs. 
Miss 


Address 


City. State—______ Zip__ 
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The chinese herb of 
Life and Love. 


| INSENG. Proclaimed for 2000 years to be 
| a love potion. The Ginseng root was 

| discovered in China during the reign of Q 

Wanti of the Sui Dynasty, 591 to 601. The GINSENG 
human-shaped root was believed to possess the spirits of the earth. fR : 

Chinese Emperors spent as much as $400 an ounce on Om chinA 
this Oriental wonder because they believed it had the power to 
prolong life. And love. To the ancients when a man possessed 
the power of Ginseng, he possessed the power that ruled 
the universe. 

‘Today modern science is beginning to rediscover the 
powers of Ginseng. In Russia, the cosmonauts as well as members 
of their Olympic Team use Ginseng. 

And in Switzerland, 70% of the Swiss physicians recommend Ginseng for 
increased vitality. 

In England, Dr. Vaughn Thomas at Liverpool Polytechnic, found in his tests that 
athletes who used Ginseng received significant improvement in heart rate, cardiac assess- 
ment factor, reaction time and maximum lung power. 

Ginseng’s sexual powers for men and women are being studied by doctors today. 

But the most exciting power that Chinese history proclaimed is that Ginseng could 
prolong youth. Doctors recently have discovered an association between Ginseng and the 

° RNA and DNA factors in the body, both of which are closely connected 
ee with aging. 

Earthquest Ginseng from China is derived from 
the finest five to seven year-old roots. And now 
Earthquest is for the first time making Ginseng available in 
an easy-to-take capsule which is unconditionally money 
back guaranteed. 


MATIL-PHONE COUPON 


—__________ bottles of Ginseng. 
One bottle $7.95, 2 bottles $13.95 plus 75¢ for 
handling. 
I enclose my © check [ money order Earthquest Ltd. 
O) BankAnyriend Post Office Box 18596 
Atlanta, Georgia 30326 
Acct. No. : 


O) Mastercharge - Interbank No. 
Acct. No. 


GINSENG 
From chin 


TOLL FREE 
PHONE ORDERS 
1-800-241-0502 

24 hours a day. 


Please have coupon 
information when vou call. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking ls Dangerous to Your Héalth. 


16: mg. “tar,” 1.0 mig, nicotine; 
av, por cigaratte, FTC Report Apr 76 
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